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by constantly_thinking 


Summary 


Hiro was a prodigy who his friends and peers look up to greatly, but everything changed 
when a family tragedy led to him entering a deep depression. 

One day, a spark of joy emerges in him when a new troublemaking girl arrives at his school, 
the highly prolific Franxx Academy. Calling herself Zero Two, she starts an unlikely 
relationship with Hiro, which bothers his friends immensely. 

Ichigo is bothered the most by this, and when she makes a bold statement, she triggers a 
reaction from their friend Ikuno, who has been experiencing anxiety none of her friends even 
knew of. 

Similarly, Zero Two makes a jarring claim about the school she was expelled from, APE 
Institute, which infuriates Hiro’s friend Zorome since his father is the principal of it. 

How will Hiro and Zero Two’s relationship go? How will Ichigo react to it? What is Ikuno 
hiding? Are Zero Two’s words about APE true? And what is it their friend Goro has to 
discuss with Hiro? 


Notes 


See the end of the work for notes 


Prologue 


Chapter Notes 


To tell you the truth, it’s because of this planned series I wish to post that I finally caved 
in and decided to no longer keep all my fanfiction to myself. 


Having read other DarliFra fanfics that use the modern/high school setting (such as Your 
Smile in Spring and Chapter 1: Hello Darling), I felt unsatisfied by their approach with 
the premise. Not that they’re terrible stories - far from it, in fact (and I can’t recommend 
them enough) — but it’s just that the inner critic in me goes “I would have done this, this, 
and this instead”. This ultimately led to the creation of this fanfic. 


And yes, you did read correctly in that first sentence. I have a whole series written that I 
wish to post, it’s just a case of seeing how successful this story is before I move forward 
(let alone I redraft everything). 


Do you want to know how well-developed my series is? I have a whole ‘bible’ 
document (look up screenwriting bible on Wikipedia for more) with supplementary 
material that fleshes out the characters and universe, listing name changes to additional 
background info on characters, as well as a timeline of events. Info like this will be in 
the notes of the story to provide additional context. 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


“I still can’t believe this!” 


Many students exited the school building, all ready to make their ways home. The school was 
Franxx Academy, which was one of the two most prolific high schools in the city of Cerasus 
in Japan. Amongst those students was a large group of them, consisting of ten friends who 
had all known each other since when they had first started having an education. They were 
Hiro, Ichigo, Goro, Kokoro, Naomi, Mitsuru, Futoshi, Ikuno, Zorome, and Miku. It was 
Zorome who could be heard expressing their disbelief. 


“Hiro, how the hell do you get such good grades?” Zorome was the shortest male of the 
group, possessing wild light brown hair that covered is forehead. “You got the highest grade 
out of the entire maths class. Heck, you even beat Ichigo, and there I was thinking she was 
better than you!” 


Before he knew it, the salmon-haired and pigtailed Miku hit him across the back of his head. 
“Don’t be so insensitive!” she hissed at him. “She’s with us!” 


“Guys, it doesn’t matter,” the shortest female of the group reassured them. She had blue hair 
that was held on her right side by a hairclip. “I did get second best anyway.” 


“T still don’t see how you did it.” Zorome was certainly annoyed. 


“Perhaps if you do less gaming and more studying,” Futoshi told him, taking a bite out of a 
small bread roll that was in his satchel. He had short brown hair and was of a large build. 
“Even I’m not as addicted as you are.” 


“But I did study!” 


“Yeah, but not as much as you played video games,” Ikuno corrected him. She wore glasses 
and had long purple hair, but had it tied back with a butterfly clip. She was very soft spoken. 
“Little and often. I sometimes even study during breaks before I know I have a test.” 


“Same here,” Goro added. He too wore glasses but had short blonde hair. He then looked at 
Mitsuru, whose short olive-brown hair was swept back. “Surprised you’re not being so 
boastful today, Mitsuru.” 


“Why should I be?” he calmly replied. “There’s always another opportunity to improve.” 


“In fairness, you didn’t do horribly to begin with.” Kokoro leaned over. She had incredibly 
long grey-blonde hair. “We all did fairly well anyway.” 


Not quite.“ Naomi began to correct her. She had brown hair that almost reached her 
shoulders. “Most of us lot got anywhere between ninety and hundred percent. Futoshi was an 
admirable eighty-four while Zorome was sixty-one.” 


“Do you have to rub it in?!” Zorome snapped at her. He then turned away from her as they 
walked and muttered under his breath “I’d only get a laugh out of this if it was sixty-nine.” 


“Well, it wasn’t.” 
He almost jumped from fright when Miku responded to him. 
“We can still hear you, you know.” 


At that point, they reached a crossing. Once all the traffic had stopped and pedestrians were 
allowed to cross, they made their way to the other footpath. However, it was this point where 
they would start going their separate ways. 


“See you all tomorrow!” Hiro finally spoke. He barely had a chance with the bickering 
caused by Zorome’s jealousy. 


“Don’t forget about the science test,” Ichigo reminded him. 
“What?!” Zorome was again in shock. “We have a science test tomorrow?!” 
“You have got to be kidding me.” Miku could not believe his stupidity. 


It was then that they all walked their separate ways, save for Zorome and Miku, who 
continued arguing on the same spot. He might not have shown it, but Hiro was extremely 
prideful with his results from the maths test. He had scored a perfect one hundred — an A+, no 


less — something that he had never achieved previously with any other tests he had taken. He 
had always received high marks, but this was the highest he could reach. He even wished he 
could go higher. He had always been a prodigy from a young age, something that all of his 
friends and peers admired, inspiring them to be the best at what they liked to do as well. 


The only thing he could do now was to show off his results to his parents. They too were 
proud of how their son received the best marks in all of his classes, so telling them of his 
news was going to be the icing on the cake for that day. 


Twenty minutes after he had left school, he could see his house. This prompted him to run 
faster, as he knew his father would be home from work first and was often there to greet him. 
He soon reached the front door and opened it, running inside with his paper in his hand. 


“Dad!” he called out to him. “I have some great news!” 
“Hiro.” 


Itaru was at the top of the stairs in the hallway. Not just did he look serious, but he looked 
concerned. 


“Come into the living room.” 
Hiro could tell something was not right. His joyous smile soon faded. 
“Has something happened?” 


Itaru never spoke, only gesturing that his son was to follow after him. They entered the living 
room and he sat on the sofa, gesturing again to Hiro, this time for him to sit beside him. 


“We had a phone call from the hospital in the last half hour. I chose not to ring you at school 
so I could tell you here.” 


“Tell me what?” 
“Your grandfather has had a heart attack.” 


Hiro was in shock. There he was on cloud nine, suddenly being dragged down in seconds. It 
had been a good day so far. He was then about to ask the obvious question that had to be 
asked when his father finished what he had to say. 


“He didn’t make it.” 


Chapter End Notes 


By the way, as it’s never brought up in the fic itself, Hiro’s grandfather was called Kaede 
Sato. He was a retired high school caretaker and was 75 when he died. 


Also, as the story summary implies, this fanfic will not cover the love triangle between 
Mitsuru, Kokoro, and Futoshi. It was going to be a part of this story, but there was so 
much going on already that I chose to use it for another story that I’1l eventually post 
(the success of this story permitting, of course). 


A New Face 


Chapter Summary 


A new student arrives at Franxx Academy... 


Chapter Notes 


From this point on, the characters’ ages are as follows: 


Hiro, Zero Two, Ichigo, Goro, Naomi, Ikuno, Mitsuru, Kokoro, and Futoshi — 16 
Zorome and Miku - 15 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


Ichigo stood outside Jian Park, leaning against the black painted fence that surrounded the 
large area. She was scrolling through her text messages on her phone as she waited for some 
of her friends to meet up with on their way to Franxx Academy that Monday morning. It was 
a bright day, but somewhat cloudy. 


“Hey.” 


She looked up from her phone to see Goro. She was already short, but he towered over her 
and their friends. 


“Any sign of Hiro yet?” she asked him. 


“Nope, not yet.” He stood beside her. No sooner had he done so, she was back to looking 
through her messages. He could tell she was anxious about something. “Is everything 
alright?” 


“Goro, it’s been a year.” 


“A year?” He repeated what she said. “A year since...” It dawned on him what she was 
referring to. “Oh. That’s right. His grandfather’s passing.” 


“We mustn’t bring it up.” She sharply looked up from her phone, her expression stern. “Ever 
since he died, Hiro has changed. His grandfather’s passing has made him so reclusive and 
depressive. He hardly talks anymore.” 


“That’s not the only thing.” 


They were both surprised to being met by Zorome, who was accompanied by Futoshi. As 
usual, the larger member of the duo was eating a small bread roll. 


“His grades aren’t what they used to be. There he was, an A+ student, now a B-.” 


“Not that you had much competition to begin with,” Futoshi told him. “You’re on a D 
anyway.” 


“Well... well, that’s beside the point!” Zorome hesitated before exploding back in defence. 
He's not what he used to be. He was often talking about how adventurous his grandfather 
was and how they would go places together. With him gone, it’s sucked out his enthusiasm 
for everything else.” 


“As true as that is, we’ve got to show him he can still do those things without his 
grandfather.” Ichigo was determined. “Once he becomes more positive, then perhaps his 
grades will do better too.” 


“Wait!” Goro suddenly caught everyone’s attention, his voice sharp but hushed. He pointed 
into the distance. “Here he comes.” 


Hiro slowly approached the quartet outside the park. He could tell they had been speaking 
about him, but he did not really care at this point. To him, it had been a year since the most 
tragic occurrence in recent memory had affected his life and he still felt sore from it. 


“Morning guys.” The teenager with the short black hair reached the group. He seemed laid 
back. “Are we waiting for anyone else?” 


“Nope. Just us,” Ichigo replied, a smile on her face. “We better make our way to school since 
it starts in the next quarter of an hour.” 


“Yeah. Yeah.” He nodded back at this, seemingly lost in thought. “Better get there before Ms. 
Matsumoto does.” 


Have you seen the latest episode of Strelizia?” Zorome asked him. He was referring to the 
animated television series Strelizia and the Protectors. 


“Oh, yeah,” Hiro plainly responded. He did not seem fazed. “It was fine.” 


“What about the latest video from CODE390?” Futoshi eagerly asked him, referring to a 
person on the internet. They're really good at those stop-motion animations with action 
figures, aren’t they?” 


“If only we knew who they really are,” Zorome added. “No one knows what they even look 
like.” 


“They could be a girl,” Futoshi told him, only for Zorome to laugh at the idea. 


“Girls would rather play with dolls than action figures, plus most of these animators are male 
anyway.” 


“That shouldn’t stop them from animating if they want to,” Ichigo simply stated. 


Hiro’s homeroom was a typical small classroom. It had white walls and large windows that 
looked out into the school’s grounds, with the walls being covered in various displays and 
posters which taught numerous writing and mathematical techniques that were strongly 
advised to be used regularly. Hiro and all of his friends were divided into two classes: he, 
along with Ichigo, Goro, and Ikuno, had Ms. Nana Matsumoto for their homeroom teacher, 
while Zorome, Futoshi, Naomi, Miku, Kokoro, and Mitsuru had Mr. Hachi Kato. They all 
arrived five minutes before their homerooms started at 8:45. 


Interestingly, the homeroom’s members all noticed Nana had arrived early as well — mere 
minutes before homeroom started — but she stood outside the room, seemingly waiting for 
someone to arrive. Just before the clock reached 8:45, they all saw that she was talking to 
somebody outside. When the bell rang, she decided to enter the classroom with the person 
she had been conversing with. 


“Good morning, class!” the tall woman with long brown-red hair smiled at her homeroom 
group. “We have a new member of our school and our homeroom with us today.” She 
beckoned the student in with her hand. “Meet Hana Watanabe.” 


A tall female student who was around Hiro’s age entered the classroom, wearing the same 
smart grey uniform that the other students wore. What stood out to everyone looking at her 
was her pale skin, cyan eyes and long pink hair, the latter of which held a white hairband with 
small horns on it that had been painted red. She made a quick flex of her right hand to give 
the impression she had waved to her peers. 


“Hey,” she said, giving a small smile. “I prefer going by the name Zero Two.” 


Zero Two’?” Nana sharply looked at her. She was not angered, but was certainly surprised 
by what she had just heard. “I’ve never heard of a nickname like that.” 


“How did you get it?” a student from the back of the room called out, but the new student 
only just stared at him. She never replied. 


Right.“ Nana remembered what they were originally doing. Hana I mean, Zero Two.” 
She walked up to an empty desk, which was two ahead of where Hiro was seated. “This is 
going to be your desk during homeroom. It’s really fortunate that we had this one spare for 


99 


you. 
“Certainly,” Zero Two nodded back. 


As Nana made her way to her teacher’s desk at the front of the classroom, Hiro watched as 
the new student seated themselves at their desk. There was something about this person 
which caught his attention. He was not sure if it was her hair, her skin or even her height — 
which he immediately realised made her an inch or two taller than he was — but she had 
caught his eye. Could they have met before? She did not seem to recognise him. Perhaps not, 
he guessed. Maybe it was someone else entirely. 


The first lesson of that day for Hiro was science, which was taught by Mr. Kenneth Imazu. 
Inside his science lab were four rows of wooden benches, all of which had four gas taps built 
into them for when Bunsen burners were required for experiments. With Hiro were his 
friends Kokoro, Miku, Goro, and Futoshi, as well as the new and elusive Zero Two. Imazu 
was seated at his small desk at the front of the classroom, managing the presentation slide for 
that day’s lesson which was projected onto the whiteboard. 


“Alright class, settle down.” Imazu’s class quietened in seconds. He was a fairly short man 
with balding hair and a small beard. “For today’s experiment, we’re going to do something a 
little fun. Have any of you wanted to hear sweets scream?” 


He appeared beaming, trying to spark joy, but the class was entirely quiet. No one raised their 
hand or even cracked a smile. A single cough was heard. 


“Well, that joke didn’t go down well,” Imazu quietly told himself as he straightened himself. 
“Today, we'll be taking a little jelly man, sticking him inside a boiling tube with Potassium 
Chlorate and listen to him scream once you put a Bunsen burner’s flame under it.” 


He then pressed a button on his keyboard to change the slide. It revealed a diagram of how to 
perform the experiment, as well as how to prepare it. 


“Tt’s all up on the projection,” he informed his class. “Please move all down to the front of 
the classroom to watch as I perform the experiment. The bag of jelly men will be right here.” 
He placed a crumpled yellow bag on the table. “However, I’ll require some assistance. Hiro. 
Goro.” He pointed to the two students. “Please help me set up the equipment.” 


Hiro wanted to stand next to Zero Two, but due to his required assistance, he was unable to. 
Elsewhere, Futoshi was keen to stand next to Kokoro, who stood alongside Miku and Zero 
Two. The class all donned safety goggles — Goro even had to wear his on top of his glasses — 
while the students that had longer hair had to tie theirs back. However, one student did not 
follow the safety rules and this did not go unnoticed. 


“Hana.” Imazu walked up to Zero Two with a distinct pace. “You are violating safety 
standards in this classroom.” 


“Well, you didn’t say what they are,” she plainly replied. 
“Look at that poster over there.” 


He pointed to a large white poster with blue font printed upon it with images of the same 
colour. It depicted the ‘how to’ and ‘how not to’ of science classroom safety, showcasing how 
goggles were absolutely required and long hair needed to be tied back. 


“The entire class can see it and so can you. Do as it says or you’re going to be outside.” 


As he turned away, she rolled her eyes and chose to unwillingly obey. Hiro had been 
watching the entire time, almost to the point that he had hardly set up the equipment required 
for the practical. He had the stand, the clamp and the boiling tubes on hand, but they had not 
been organised as demonstrated on the presentation slide. 


“Hiro, come on.” He became alert when he heard Goro’s voice. “I’ve got the other pieces 
ready.” 


“Oh, sorry.” 


He quickly arranged them, the Bunsen burner plugged into the gas tap and standing beneath 
the hanging boiling tube. Imazu soon noticed they had organised themselves, so lit a match so 
that the burner was active. Hiro chose to make his way to where the sweet bag was, dirty 
metallic tongs in hand, ready to grab one of the jelly men. As he reached the spot where the 
bag was, he was stopped by Miku in passing. 


“Hey, Hiro.” Her voice was hushed and she leaned over to him. “You see that new girl?” She 
gestured to her. The girl with the pink hair was still standing next to Kokoro. 


“Yeah, she’s in my homeroom,” he replied. “She likes to be called Zero Two.” 
“Why?” 

“T don’t know.” 

“T have a bad feeling about her. I don’t know why, I just do.” 


Hiro gently slipped the sweet into the boiling tube, the mixture of the liquid already inside of 
it and the intense heat of the burner’s flame — which had since been removed from 
underneath it — caused it to create what looked almost like the jet of a rocket with a loud 
gurgling blowing sound. 


“It’s not much of a scream,” Goro remarked. “But still, you can’t deny that was pretty cool.” 
“What the hell do you think you’re doing?!” 


The focus of all the students suddenly switched to Imazu again, who stormed up to where 
Zero Two was standing. She had taken the bag of sweets and had eaten one, as evidenced by 
the movement of her jaws. 


“Just because we have food in the classroom does not mean we are going to be using it for a 
picnic! Read the sign!” He sharply pointed to another poster which was just as large as the 
other one. “Under no circumstances is food or drink to be consumed in this classroom!” 


“Then why bother bringing some into it in the first place?” Her composure was calm, almost 
as if she was not being yelled at. Imazu’s eye twitched at her apathy. 


Get out!” Imazu barked at her. “Get! Out!” 


The quiet class all watched as Zero Two began to make her way to the door. Goro’s attention 
was soon drawn to Hiro, who he watched knock a nearby pen onto the floor and duck down 
to grab it. When he bent down, he did not stand up immediately, his spectacled friend 
noticing how he was actually grinning and trying his best not to laugh behind the hand 
covering his mouth. Once Zero Two was outside and the same level of volume continued, he 


stood back up and hid away his amusement. Goro did not know what to make of it, so chose 
not to bring it up in conversation. 


Chapter End Notes 


Also, Nana is 29 while Imazu is 39. 


Although future chapters and stories will bring some of them up, here are the full names 
of the other characters: 
Hiro Sato 

Ichigo Tanaka 

Goro Hirano 

Zorome Asaka 

Miku Tani 

Mitsuru Ebisu 

Kokoro Ichido 

Futoshi Inada 

Ikuno Jingu 

Naomi Takemoto 


New Heart 


Chapter Summary 


Hiro seems very intrigued by Zero Two, which bothers his friends immensely... 


Chapter Notes 


Just a heads-up: This story may have a bit of a slow beginning, just like the source 
material. Things won’t really get interesting until around chapters 7 and 8. 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


As with any other morning break at school, Hiro joined his large group of friends outdoors in 
the school’s grounds. Franxx Academy was surrounded by a tall green metal fence and at the 
back of the building was a large field of immense size. This was often used for sporting 
events, whether during physical education or actual games the academy were performing, but 
would be used for other recreational purposes during break periods. Hiro and his friends were 
all sitting on the grass near the fence that looked out onto a busy road, the same spot they 
often used. 


“Something doesn’t seem right about this new girl.” Miku repeated what she had told Hiro 
earlier. 


“In what way?” Kokoro asked her, shortly being told by the girl with pigtails “there’s 
something wrong with her. Not just does she come across as completely antisocial, she seems 
almost... distant.” 


“I wouldn’t downright say there’s something wrong with her,” Futoshi noted, “but the way 
she behaves is just... I don’t know how to put it.” 


“She seemed rather calm,” Ikuno recounted, looking up from the small novel she was 
reading. “My mother knew her from the elementary school she teaches at. She never taught 
her, but knew of how troublesome she could be. Zero Two had the same maths class as me. 
She never got kicked out, but she was told off for leaning back on her chair. All the while, 
there was no real expression on her face when she was scolded. She just didn’t seem to care.” 


“She must have been a troublemaker for a long time,” Mitsuru guessed. “She’s probably used 
to being scolded. The only question is will she be a nuisance for us.” 


“Well, she hasn’t given a good first impression,” Naomi nodded. “I think it’s obvious that she 
might’ve been expelled from another school because of her bad behaviour.” 


“T bet it was APE.” 
Zorome soon felt Miku hitting him around the back of his head with her palm. 


“It’s always APE with you, isn’t it?” She was evidently annoyed. “Just because your ‘Papa’ 
runs the second-best school in this city doesn’t mean you have to keep going on about it.” 


“Hey!” he snapped back at her. “APE Institute know exactly what they’re doing. My dad 
does such a good job at running a place, it makes me wish I could be in charge of something 
one day. Maybe you'll respect me when that happens.” 


“Not all workers like their bosses,” Ichigo reminded him. “That’s why a teacher quit a few 
weeks ago here. Not everyone agrees with Principal Frank.” 


“Well, do you?” 


“He does a good job. Something we’ ve all learned is to never get on a teacher’s bad side. By 
doing so, our respect and trust goes both ways.” 


“Especially if it’s Ms. Matsumoto,” Mitsuru noted. “That woman is terrifying when she’s 
angry.” 


“You’re only saying that because of your mother,” Ikuno told him, only to be told “shut it” in 
a hissed response. She proceeded to make a gesture with her middle finger at him. 


“Hey, Hiro.” Goro leaned over to his friend, who was yet again lost in thought. “I have to ask 
you about something that happened this morning.” 


“This morning?” Hiro looked at him with perplexity. “Like what?” 


“When Zero Two got kicked out of science. I saw you deliberately knock a pen onto the floor 
so you could hide that you were trying not to laugh.” 


“What?” Naomi was surprised. “Hiro? Laughing?” 
“You make it sound like I’m a stranger to it,” the quiet adolescent replied. 


“No, it’s not that, it’s just... well...” She could not think of the appropriate words to reply 
with. 


“You’ve been mopey since your grandfather kicked the bucket.” Zorome spilled the honest 
truth, only to be gagged by Futoshi’s large hand covering his mouth. 


“Shush!” his large friend hissed at him. “Don’t be so insensitive.” 


“Guys, it’s okay,” Hiro reassured them. “To be honest, I’m over the fact that he’s gone.” 


“Then why don’t you do the same things as you did before?” Miku asked. 


“I-I can’t be bothered,” Hiro shrugged. He clearly had no enthusiasm and had just lied. 
“That’s all.” 


“But why did you laugh then?” Goro brought the subject back. “You never laugh at other 
classmates, whether they’re in the wrong or not. Why did you do it?” 


Again, Hiro was lost in thought. Even he was not sure why he did what he did. As he 
pondered this, he looked away from his friends into the distance, where he saw Zero Two 
standing outside the school and leaning against it. At first, he thought she had a cigarette in 
her mouth, but even though they were very far apart, he could soon see it was a lollipop of 
some kind. He then glanced back at his friends. 


“T don’t know,” he quietly responded. “Maybe a little bit of me likes her.” 


“What.” Zorome’s own response was completely flat. “I haven’t even had a class with her, 
but from what I’ve heard so far, she sounds bad, and yet you think she’s alright?” 


Again, Hiro shrugged. 


i'd be very careful where you tread,” Naomi gently warned him in a quiet tone, but he was 
too busy looking at Zero Two in the distance. 


As the school day went on, Hiro had a couple more classes where he was joined by Zero 
Two. In all of them, he would always be glancing at her, something enamouring about her 
making him refuse to take his eyes off of the pink-haired student. Their desks were too far 
apart for him to attempt speaking to her, and in those same lessons, she was doing something 
against the rules, even if her actions were not very severe. 


When the school day ended, he walked part of the way home with his large group of friends 
before they went their separate ways as usual. He had only been walking for around a minute 
since he was by himself when his existence was noted by another person. 


“Hey, you.” 


He stopped walking as soon as he heard the voice. He recognised it immediately and looked 
around to see where it came from. To his surprise, it was none other than Zero Two, who was 
walking out of a local corner shop. She approached him and soon stood right in front of 
where he stood, right next to a post-box. 


“Oh, uh... hi.” He gave a small anxious wave, similar to the one she gave during homeroom. 
“Hey, you’re the new girl.” He had no idea what to say to her. He wished to speak all day to 
her, but he had no clue as to what he would actually converse. 


“We’re in the same homeroom.” Just like during break, she had a lollipop in her mouth. She 
briefly pulled it out to speak to him. “We also had a few classes together.” 


“Yeah. Yeah.” He nodded at this, clearly finding the situation awkward. He was visibly 
sweating. “You ate when you shouldn’t have done.” 


“It was going to go to waste anyway,” she shrugged. “Mind you, I’m not the only person who 
was enjoying themselves today.” 


“Oh, really?” He gave a small smile, still anxious with the conversation they had. “W-Who 
was that?” 


“You.” 
“Me?!” Hiro almost jumped out of his skin. “H-How have I been doing anything wrong?” 


“Voyeurism,” was Zero Two’s plain reply. She could tell by his expression that he had no idea 
what she was referring to. “Yeah, don’t think I didn’t notice you were watching me all day, 
even from a distance. I saw you duck down to get your pen. And watch me during morning 
break. You pervert.” 


Hiro’s already pale skin became paler than before. He had not even been performing more 
malicious voyeurism like spying on a person in a bathroom or changing rooms, but the fact 
that Zero Two seemed offended by him watching her in class made him feel a type of guilt he 
had never experienced before. He tried to apologise to her, but had no idea where to begin. 
What only escaped his mouth were stutters that sounded more like he was choking. 


That was when she started laughing. It was almost hysterical. She found his embarrassment 
hilarious. 


“Oh, you should see the look on your face!” In-between laughs, she sucked on her lollipop 
again but had to pull it out in case she choked on it. “I couldn’t care less if you looked at me 
the entire lesson. No one seemed to pay any attention to me anyway.” 


“In fairness, you were messing around.” 


“Oh, a mister goody two-shoes!” she laughed again slyly. “I suppose you don’t normally 
have a laugh or do something bad once in a while?” 


“A laugh occasionally,” he shrugged, “but never anything dangerous. My late grandfather 
used to do dangerous stuff. He used to take me places and show me things. He even told me 
about dangerous things that not just I shouldn’t do, but he shouldn’t have done himself.” 


“Sounds like my kind of guy.” Zero Two pulled out her lollipop, looked at the small yellow 
ball and popped it back in her mouth. “I bet you must miss him.” 


“Yeah,” Hiro nodded. “He’s the person who inspired me into becoming the prodigy everyone 
sees me as. It was a year ago today he passed. Heart attack.” 


“A bit ironic.” 


“That’s the exact thing I thought when we had his funeral.” His voice was hushed. “All those 
years he was doing dangerous things, and yet it happened just randomly one day.” 


“Do you still do what he did?” Zero Two asked him, pointing her lollipop at the student her 
age. 


“No,” he shook his head. “It’s just not the same.” 
“Shame. You’d both be my kind of guy.” 


She slipped the lollipop in her mouth again, but the sweet itself detached from the stick. She 
could not be bothered to suck on it, so spat it out and dropped the stick on the ground. 


“We could still be friends.” 


She sharply looked up at him from the contents she had dropped on the floor. Even Hiro 
could not believe what he said. 


“Really?” she asked him, clearly intrigued. “I do admit, you’re a nice guy. Yeah, we could try 
it. No one else asked to by my friend today. Not that anyone has ever really been friends with 
me anyway except one person.” 


“Who was that?” he asked her. 


“A guy I met many years ago when I was young. We only saw each other once and we’ve 
never crossed paths since. He just disappeared.” 


“I’m sorry to hear that. I’m more than willing to be your friend.” He reached his hand out to 
her. “Hiro,” he identified himself. “Hiro Sato.” 


“Zero Two.” She held his hand and they shook. 


“Why do you have that name?” he enquired, but she only smiled at him. It was obvious she 
did not want to explain it. 


“Do you have a phone?” 

“Yeah.” He quickly pulled the small device out of his pocket. 
“Let me give you my number.” 

She proceeded to give him her mobile phone’s number. 
“From now on,” she said, “you’re going to be my darling.” 
“Huh?” Hiro was perplexed by her playful response. 


All the people I’ve tried to make friends with were boys. I was trying to find that single one 
who disappeared. We made a promise that’! never be fulfilled since I can’t find him.” 


Well, whoever he is, I'll do whatever I can to make up for what they couldn't do.” 


Zero Two beamed at him, shortly skipping away in the opposite direction. Hiro seemed more 
alive than he had been that previous year since his grandfather’s passing. His enthusiasm 


seemed to have returned. There was definitely something about this girl that excited him. 
As he continued his walk home, his attention was drawn to a sudden voice calling him. 
“Hey, you. Prodigy.” 


Standing nearby was a tall and stocky student from Franxx Academy with grey-blonde hair. 
He was in the year above Hiro, who knew who he was. His name was Mark Takada, and was 
very much a stereotypical jock. 


“That Watanabe girl is bad news.” 
“You mean Zero Two?” 


“Yeah, that’s what she likes to call herself.” He appeared blunt. “Take my advice and keep 
away from that crazy bitch. She’s dangerous. I used to be friends with her, but she was too 
much to handle. The only good thing that came out of it was I learned how to stand up for 
myself.” 


“So, you never used to be... so...” Hiro could not find the right words. 


“Tough?” Mark provided an answer. Hiro nodded. “Yeah. I used to be so timid, but not 
anymore. But listen to what I just said. Keep. The hell. Away. From her.” 


He poked him in the chest as he spoke, emphasising his words. With no further words 
spoken, he walked off. Hiro watched as he disappeared, briefly thinking about the warning 
before shrugging it off and making his way home. 


Chapter End Notes 


Yes, if the story’s summary had not already suggested, my AU’s version of Papa is 
Zorome’s father. He will pop up later on, and I mean *later* on. 


And yes, for those with eagle eyes, Mark Takada is in fact my interpretation of 081 
(Zero Two’s partner before Hiro). As you can see, he has a very different personality 
(not that the original version had much of one to begin with anyway). 


Rough and Tumble 


Chapter Summary 


Hiro and Zero Two share a PE lesson together, and later meet in a secluded area only she 
seems to know of... 


Chapter Notes 


Minor detail: Hachi is 28. 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


The next day soon appeared before Hiro and his friends, so they made their way to Franxx 
Academy yet again. When he told them of how he was now starting a friendship with Zero 
Two, his friends were highly sceptical as to how things would play out. As with the previous 
day, Zero Two was quiet and caused no disruption during homeroom, while she 
coincidentally shared no class first lesson with Hiro or his friends. 


Second lesson, on the other hand, was different; it was physical education, which would 
always pit the male students against the females. This was the only lesson where Hiro would 
be in the same class as all of his friends, including Zero Two, with that term’s sport being 
soccer. The teacher was Mr. Hachi Kato, a short-haired man in his late twenties who seemed 
to both lack expression yet often be incredibly stern. He was one of the strictest teachers in 
all of Franxx Academy, with some students even fearing his stoicism and demand for high 
standards. 


“Alright class, now that we’ve trained, we’re going to have a game.” He then pointed at 
Zorome. “Take two cones to the other side of the field over there while I set up the ones 
here.” 


“Yes, sir.” 


During a physical education lesson, classes would never use the entire field but only a quarter 
of it for an in-lesson game, largely due to how the classes possessed a smaller number than 
the actual soccer teams at the school combined. With the cones soon set out to represent a 
makeshift goal, Hachi proceeded to designate the goalkeepers. 


“Right, you.” He pointed at Mitsuru. “You’re the goalkeeper for the boys.” He then faced 
Ichigo. “You’re the goalkeeper for the girls.” 


“Yes, sir.” 
“Understood sir.” 


“Boys’ goal here, girls’ goal there.” He pointed at the goals. “Get going, class. Game starts 
when I blow my whistle.” 


As the students assembled themselves, Ikuno quietly spoke to Naomi. 


“Personally, I don’t like how this school handles this lesson,” the spectacled girl told her 
friend. “Why can’t the girls play amongst the girls while the boys are with the boys?” 


“I agree,” Naomi muttered. “Why must we tailor ourselves to the opposite sex? I swear there 
are other schools that don’t do what we do.” 


The whistle blew and Hachi kicked the ball into the field. It was first taken by Goro, who 
attempted to move it on but was knocked down by another female student. She ran on, 
carefully ensuring the ball did not slip away, only to then have it stolen by Zorome. 


“Ha!” he boasted. “Beat this!” 


He turned around and kicked it as hard as he could, sending it flying. Unfortunately, it was a 
few metres away from the goal when it landed. 


“That was a dick move,” Futoshi told him in a tone that was clearly annoyed. “You were too 
far away.” 


The other team raced towards the ball, with Zero Two being the capturer of it. Many male 
students attempted tackling her, but she was too fast for them. Hiro watched on in 
amazement, not realising until that lesson how athletic and well physically trained she was. 


“Hiro, keep moving!” 


He then realised he had completely stopped running, Hachi’s voice being the only thing that 
brought him back to his senses. He ran on, but even though him stopping was never going to 
make an impact to begin with, he looked on as Zero Two whacked the ball with her foot, 
sending it flying more powerfully than Zorome did. Mitsuru was ready to block the attack to 
defend the goal, but even he did not anticipate on what was about to happen next. The ball hit 
him square in the head, sending him flying backwards a few metres. 


“Mitsuru!” Kokoro cried out, her worry for him belonging not just to her but to her friends 
and classmates. His teammates ran up to him, as did Hachi and the other team. 


“Mitsuru?” Hiro bent down beside him. His eyes were wide open while his nose was 
bloodied. “Mitsuru, can you hear me?” 


He then let out a loud pained moan, but his shocked expression never changed. 


“Okay, he’s breathing.” Goro breathed a sigh of relief. “I think he might be concussed.” 


“No.” 
Mitsuru then slowly sat up, still dazed. 
“T’m fine. Just let me get onto my feet.” 


He gradually heaved himself up onto his feet as he said he would, but as he attempted 
walking back to the goal, he collapsed. 


“He’s definitely concussed,” Hachi noted. He then faced a male student. “Go to the medical 
office for help. We’ ll see what they recommend from here.” 


“Does our team still get the point?” 


Everyone looked in the direction of the voice as the other student walked off. Zero Two was 
unphased by what she had done. There was no sign of remorse whatsoever. All the faces that 
looked at her were angry. 


“Hana, your priorities are in the wrong place.” Hachi approached her. “Especially since you 
injured a classmate. You’re out of the game.” 


“Youre joking, right?” 
“T’m not,” he sternly replied. “Go to the side of the field.” 


Looking unimpressed, she followed his orders. 


When the school day had ended, Hiro was one of the last students to leave the building. To 
his surprise, as he exited the front doors and stood before the steps that led down to the path 
and road, Zero Two was nowhere to be seen. They had arranged to meet up, but he could not 
see her anywhere. He quickly pulled his phone out of his pocket and phoned her number. 
After it rang a few times, she answered. 


“Hey. I decided to get a head start.” 


“Yeah, I just needed to ask my last teacher a couple of things I never quite got. I didn’t think 
they’d take so long.” 


“Don t worry about apologising. Where are you at the moment?” 

“Just outside the front of the school. How about you?” 

“You know there 5 a small bridge not far from that shop we talked outside of yesterday?” 
“Yeah.” 


“Well, if you look closely, there is a hidden path. Go down it and meet me. There's a lake and 
some cherry blossoms. It’s a nice Spot. 


With that last statement, she then ended the call. Hiro never had a chance to speak to her 
more, but allowed the abrupt end of their conversation to comprehend what he had just been 
told. The mere mention of a potentially secret path in nature reminded him of the places he 
used to walk with his grandfather, instantly igniting his nostalgia spark. That, accompanied 
with his newfound fixation on Zero Two, excited him. 


As usual, Hiro began walking his usual route home, but when he reached the shop, he 
glanced over at the small grey stone-brick bridge Zero Two referred to. He peeked around its 
corners to see if he could find the path, locating it on the other side of the ten-foot bridge in 
its left corner. Beneath the bridge was a river which flowed off in the opposite direction, 
while thick shrubbery and trees almost obscured the path from existence. 


The path itself was narrow, being tan-coloured dirt with some stones on it. He followed 
where it went, and after a minute of walking, he found the secret place that his imagination 
did not do justice to. There were numerous cherry blossom trees, but a distinctly large one 
was in the centre of the spot while a large lake was the second thing he caught eye of. 


He walked up to the large tree in the centre, marvelling at how the sky could still easily be 
seen if he looked upwards. It truly was an amazing place he had found, which then prompted 
the obvious question of where Zero Two was. He glanced around to see where she was, but 
spotted there was a small hole forming between the ground and the roots of the large tree. 
Inside of the hole appeared to be clothing. A school uniform, to be more precise. To be even 
more precise, it was a Franxx Academy uniform that would be worn by a female student, 
along with socks and underwear. 


He then grasped the implication. 
“T see you made it!” 


Hiro jumped with fright; his mind having wandered. He sharply turned to face the direction 
the familiar voice came, a head with wet pink hair having emerged from the lake itself. She 
slowly walked forward until her torso had emerged, revealing she was entirely naked. Hiro 

was glad that her long hair covered her chest’s most notable feature, but could not help but 

notice how muscular she was despite her seemingly slim appearance. 


“Well?” she asked him, smirking knowing that he was having certain thoughts rush through 
his head. “Like what you see?” 


“Uh, I... I.. I see you work out.” 
He was lost for words. 


“Indeed I do,” she grinned. “Care to join me?” she suddenly asked, grabbing his wrist. He 
then tried to loosen her grip on him. 


“N-No, no.” He defended himself. “It’s fine. I can watch.” 


““Watch’?” Zero Two was puzzled by his behaviour. “You’re being a buzzkill. It's just us 
here. How about a handjob?” 


“What?!” Again, Hiro’s eyes widened. “No!” 
She then decided to let go of him, making him fall back onto the dirt. 
“You're really not into ‘it’, are you?” she asked him, grinning all the while. 


No, we've only just met. Also, I can’t be here too long. I said I'd only be with you for 
around half an hour before I head home. Believe me, it won’t just be your parents concerned 
about where you are.” 


Well, that’d be true if I lived with my parents.” 


Hiro froze when she replied to what he said. He never considered what Zero Two’s homelife 
was like. She could tell he was worried by what he said. 


“Don’t apologise,” she simply told him. She was her usual calm self. “You didn’t know.” 
“Then who-” 


“My uncle and aunt.” Zero Two remained standing in the lake, her lower half submerged by 
the water. “He’s a lawyer and she’s a journalist. My dad lives in another city. What about 
your parents?” 


“My dad’s a banker while my mother is a secretary.” 

“Who’s she a secretary for?” 

“Just some prestigious company,” he shrugged it off. 

There was a long silent pause. Neither knew what to say next. 
“So, your parents.” Hiro decided to go first. “How come-” 


“Let’s save it for tomorrow.” She cut him off instantly. “Come round my place after school. 
My uncle and aunt are both going to be late home for a few hours, so I’m fending for 
myself.” 


“Sure.” Hiro almost seemed dazed by her proposal. “T11 have to check with my parents first. 
If they let me go, then it’s a case of how long they'll let me be with you.” 


Later that evening, Hiro laid in his bath, thinking about his encounter at the hidden area with 
Zero Two. The warmth of the water soaked into him, relaxing him as he unwound from 
another busy day at school. His eyes were shut as he focused on his thoughts. 


No matter what he tried to do, they would not shift away from how he saw Zero Two not just 
fully exposed, but doing so in public. Granted, only they knew about it, but she was already 
playing with fire. 


There was something about her that would not make him stop thinking about the mysterious 
girl. She was so intriguing to him, and more than that, he found himself eying her up in the 
perverted way she had alleged he had done so earlier on. 


She's amazing,” Hiro whispered to himself. “Why can’t stop thinking about her? 
Everything about her is in my head. Her arms. Her legs. Her chest. Her hair. Her—” 


He abruptly cut himself off when he realised where he had moved his hand to. He never even 
realised his actions until he felt it touch his own flesh. 


It was then that he had an answer to his question: 


He was in love. 


Chapter End Notes 


In the original draft, Hiro realised he was in love at the end of the previous chapter, but 
as I realised this happened too quickly, I moved the idea forward to the end of this one 
instead. 


In addition, let me give some lore by detailing the Franxx Academy student uniforms: 


Both genders — Grey-silver blazer jackets with red and blue Franxx Academy logo on 
right shoulder (said logo is DarliFra’s own logo, i.e., the two X’s), white button-up shirt 
with short sleeves and a breast pocket, small red ties, and black shoes. Overall, their 
designs invoke the uniforms the parasites wear in the source material. 


Males — Black trousers, belt (not mandatory). 
Females — Black wavy skirt, tights that are black or a very dark grey (not mandatory). 
Also, Nana and Hachi’s attire: 


Nana - Black suit, consisting of a jacket (with folded sleeves at wrists) and tight-fitting 
skirt. White undershirt. Black heels. Sometimes wears tights. 


Hachi — Purple tracksuit (jacket and trousers), made up of polyester and cotton. Short 
sleeved shirt underneath jacket. Black and white trainers. Will wear a smart black suit 
with a white shirt, black tie and smart shoes for non-physical education needs (i. e., 
parents evening and other public events). 


How Deep is Your Love? 


Chapter Summary 


Hiro’s friends start to learn about how far he will go in his relationship with Zero Two... 


Chapter Notes 


WARNING: The opening scene depicts homophobic bullying. 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


It was now the midpoint of the school week. As with any other day, Ikuno left her home and 
began her walk to school, the same as her friends all did. Unlike the rest of her friends, she 
was a very reserved person; she never spoke out against something she disagreed with, 
always letting other people do the job while she watched on knowing she never had the 
confidence they had. 


This was one of those instances. 


Outside the Franxx Academy’s grounds, not far from the gate that led onto the school’s 
property, was a fight that she had noticed. They were both male students, with one being 
slightly shorter than the other. The shorter student was pinned against the fence by the other 
one, who constantly mocked him and laughed. 


“So, gaylord—lI bet you love getting your butt raped, don’t you?” the bully sneered. 
“Shut up!” the student whimpered. “Why do you have to pick on me?” 


“Why do I have to pick on you?” The bully repeated the question. “Because you’re bent, 
that’s why. And don’t deny it!” 


“I don’t!” The student tried to push him off, but their strength was too much. “But just 
because I’m gay doesn’t mean you have to pick on me for it.” 


“Ha! See? You admit it!” 
“Break it up!” 


Ikuno watched on from a distance as Naomi appeared before the duo. She grabbed the bully 
by the back of his collar and yanked him off, throwing him against the fence. 


“What the hell do you want?” the bully spat. “This is between me and the faggot.” 


“You absolutely sicken me.” Naomi towered over both of them. It was clear they were 
younger than she was. “Just because someone is gay doesn’t give you the right to bash them 
for it.” 


“Well it isn’t right!” The bully bounded back. 


“And that’s your opinion!” Naomi raised her voice. “You have every right to have an opinion, 
but not to be ignorant.” 


“Let me guess—you’re bent too?” 


He then let out a small scream when he was hit in the head by a stone, making him wince and 
turn away. Both Naomi and the gay student, as well as Ikuno, looked in the direction it flew 
from. Across the road was Zero Two, standing completely by herself. There was a long 
silence, with the bully eventually facing her as well. He scowled at her with complete fury. 


“Believe me,” Zero Two suddenly spoke up. She seemed cold. “I didn’t miss.” 


She then walked across the road to the same path diagonally and made her way into the 
school building. Naomi and the two students followed after, but Ikuno stood on the same spot 
for almost half a minute before she decided to move on. As with Naomi, she believed the gay 
student did not deserve the treatment he received, but was too afraid to defend him. 


When she finally reached her homeroom, Ikuno saw that Zero Two and some other students 
were already present, while the rest of her friends that were also a member of that homeroom 
were yet to arrive. After she seated herself at her desk, a minute passed before Goro first 
arrived, followed by several other students and then Hiro. Ichigo arrived a minute before the 
bell rung, with Ikuno giving her a small wave and hello as she seated herself at her own desk. 
Almost a minute after the bell for homeroom did ring, Nana arrived in their homeroom. 


“Good morning,” she spoke, carrying a mug of what was either tea or coffee. She walked up 
to her desk and pulled out her cushioned chair that had an adjustable height. Just as she 
seated herself, she let out a loud high-pitched yell that startled her homeroom. She jumped up 
from her seat, having had hardly sat down, and pulled out a push pin from the back of her 
skirt. She presented it to the class between her finger and thumb with an enraged look on her 
face. 


“Who did this?!” Her tone was raised to the point it could almost be classified as shouting. “I 
demand to know who put this on my chair!” 


Nearly everyone in the class pointed directly at Zero Two. The only students who did not was 
Zero Two herself and Hiro. She glanced at her classmates, an unimpressed expression on her 
face. 


“Okay, I confess.” As if her face showed no emotion already, her verbal response did not 
either. “Yeah, it was me.” 


“Well, we are going to have some words during morning break.” Nana slammed the pin into 
the bin near her desk, clear rage boiling inside her. “You better have a good explanation for 
yourself.” 


When morning break began, Hiro decided to store some of his textbooks in his locker so he 
did not need to carry them in his rucksack all day. The lockers were all around the school in 
incredibly long rows, just like with any other high school, and the locker right next to his 
belonged to Ichigo while two on the opposite wall were used by Mitsuru and Futoshi 
respectively. 


“Hey, Hiro.” Just as he was finishing with organising his locker, Ichigo appeared to use hers. 
“You didn’t point out that Zero Two put the pin on Ms. Matsumoto’s chair like the rest of us 
did.” 


“So?” He did not seem concerned about his actions, just like Zero Two was with her 
misbehaviour. 


“Well... normally, you don’t do that. You always point out who has been messing around.” 
“Well, why should I?” he asked her. “We’re becoming friends.” 

“F-Friends?” Ichigo almost jumped at the word. “W-With her?” 

“Yeah,” he nodded. “Why not?” 


“Hiro, she’s only been here three days and she’s caused trouble. I’m honestly amazed Mitsuru 
was able to come back to school after what happened yesterday.” 


“Well, things like that can happen during P.E.” He defended his new friend. “They certainly 
will in actual sporting events.” 


“As true as that is, Zero Two doesn’t seem to not just know how to dial her strength back, but 
care about what she does to others.” 


“Well, that’s just her.” 


Ichigo could not believe her ears. Normally, Hiro would have a good understanding of 
common sense and standards, but this was remarkable even for him. Clearly, Zero Two had a 
corruptive nature towards him. 


“T can tell you’re worried.” Hiro noticed her wide-eyed expression. “But I can assure you she 
is a nice and fun person. Also...” He leaned in closer to Ichigo and quietly added with a 
smile “I’m in love with her. Considering she offered me a handjob afterschool yesterday, our 
love goes both ways. I declined it, though.” 


He then walked off, leaving Ichigo standing by herself. She was still wide-eyed, her skin now 
pale from the shock of what he had told her. Never did she think he was going to openly 
discuss a sexual act with another person before her. 


Elsewhere, Hiro had made his way to the closest boys’ toilets, where he was spotted by Goro 
as they both entered. 


“Hiro,” he called to him. “I need to ask you about something.” 
“Ts this about homeroom?” Hiro asked him, soon standing before one of the urinals. 


“Yeah.” Goro stood beside him at the urinal next to his. They both adjusted themselves for 
what they had to do. “Why didn’t you call out Zero Two? We all knew she did it even without 
watching her put that pin there.” 


“We’re friends now,” was the teenager’s simple response. “So why should I slag her off?” 
“Friends?” Just like Ichigo, Goro had to repeat the word spoken. “How can you be-” 
“T love her.” 


After performing a double take, Goro stared at the side of Hiro’s face for several seconds. He 
was shorter than his spectacled friend, which also unfortunately gave the starer a larger view 
than expected. 


“Goro, stop staring,” Hiro plainly told him in a low but annoyed tone. Goro soon realised 
why he said that and sharply faced the wall in front of him. 


“How can you love her?” 
“She’s nicer than you’d think. Also, our love goes both ways.” 
“And how do you know that?” 


“Believe me. We were both in a hidden place outdoors, she was swimming completely naked 
in a lake and offered me a handjob.” 


“A handjob?!” 


“Ssshh!” Hiro furiously hushed him; his voice raised significantly when he repeated the 
words. “Don’t say it out loud!” 


“So, you two could be a thing?” 
Hiro nodded back to him. 


“Okay. Well... now that I think about it, even though you’ve only been with her a couple of 
days, I guess I can ask you a thing or two maybe.” 


“Goro, just say it!” 


Zorome emerged from one of the toilet cubicles, the adolescent with the messy dark blonde 
hair soon being noticed by his friends, who had both finished. 


“If you want to touch tips with him, just say it!” 


“Oh, piss off!” Goro rolled his eyes while Zorome was almost in hysterics. He soon came to 
his senses. 


“Well, what did you want to ask him then?” 


“Well, there's someone I’m interested in,” Goro told them as the trio walked over to the row 
of sinks. They were in fairly good condition and were mostly clean. “I’ve known them for a 
while. Years, even.” 


“Yeah, that’s different to Hiro alright,” Zorome sneered. “Fallen in love with someone after 
the last few days. Before you know it, he' Il be wanting to get married and we'll be telling 
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him ‘you can’t marry someone you just met’. 


“Do they know you love them?” Hiro asked as he thoroughly washed his hands with soap and 
hot water. 


“No.” Goro shook his head. “I haven’t even tried asking them.” 


“To be honest, Hiro might not be the right guy for this,” Zorome told him as they all grabbed 
the recyclable paper towels and dried their hands before chucking them in one of the supplied 
bins. “He’s only just fallen in love.” 


“Yeah, it did happen quickly,” Hiro nodded. He then faced Goro. “So, who is this person 
you’re in love with?” 


Just as the taller member of the trio was about to reply, there was a sudden BANG, making 
them all jump. Then another. And another. Then several occurred simultaneously. 


“What the hell is going on?!” a person yelled inside a cubicle. “Has someone got 
firecrackers?” 


“Paper snaps!” a cheerful voice called. The trio made their way outside of the toilets, where 
Zero Two was standing with a yellow cardboard box in her hands. She pulled another of the 
twisted balls of paper out and threw it into the boys’ toilets again. 


“Weren’t you held back during break?” Goro questioned her. 


“It was only temporary,” the girl with the pink hair grinned. She slipped the box into her 
satchel and grabbed Hiro’s hand. “Come on, darling. Let’s go before the girls find out what I 
did in their toilets!” 


Hiro then ran off with her, a large smile on his face, leaving Goro and Zorome by themselves. 
Goro performed another double take, this time with Zorome. 


“Is your nose bleeding?” he asked him. Indeed, there was a small globule underneath his 
right nostril. To make things worse, Zorome seemed almost spaced out, unaware of the 
conversation they were having. Goro then understood why he was acting the way he did. 
“Are you thinking about what Zero Two might’ve done?” 


“N-No. No.” Zorome quickly wiped his nose with his wrist. “I-I was just getting my head 
around... around... uh...” 


His failure to come up with a lie was saved when screams could be heard coming from inside 
the girls’ toilets. 


“Who put plastic wrap on the toilets?!” a voice could be heard shouting. After they finished 
screeching, Zorome had to cover his nose with his hands. 


“What is wrong with you?” Goro glared at him. “Can you be any more perverted?!” 


Chapter End Notes 


Due to the setting change, as well as how everything about what made humans human 
isn’t a forbidden concept, this allowed me to experiment with some of the personalities 
and actions of the characters. Zorome is no exception to this, and while he is more 
perverted than his canon counterpart, he is also less perverted at the same time. How so? 
Well, as said, due to the setting change, he is fully aware of how far he can go, and while 
he may show signs of going far, he knows how to restrain himself. Zorome in my AU is 
not without standards; he is both an adaptational jerkass and an adaptational nice guy, 
something that will become clear later on in this series. 


Pressure 


Chapter Summary 


Zero Two joins Hiro’s (hostile) friends for lunch, and then she gets up to her usual 
mischief with his involvement... 


Chapter Notes 


Side note: To be more precise, Frank is 62. 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


After the next few lessons, lunch break began and Hiro did what any other student did. He 
made his way into the cafeteria and seated himself at one of the long tables, removing his 
plastic lunch box and bottle of water from his rucksack. As usual, he was joined by all of his 
friends, but when Ichigo tried to sit next to him, he had to tell her not to. 


“Zero Two’s going to sit here,” he told her. “You’re going to have to move up one.” 


“Zero Two?” Naomi glanced at him from the opposite end of the table. “You genuinely 
expect us to have our lunch with her of all people?” 


She's my friend,” Hiro defended himself. “Perhaps you all can make an attempt to be hers 
too.” 


“Yeah, well, we don’t love her like you do,” Futoshi noted, his mouth full of a bite of his 
sandwich roll. “How you view her is different.” 


“But she’s still my friend.” 
“Darling!” 


The cheerful but composed girl with pink hair soon appeared, carrying a red tray with a plate, 
a small bowl, cutlery and a bottle of fruit juice on it. On the plate were chips, pieces of 
breaded chicken and some peas, while the small bowl contained a brownie and chocolate 
sauce. She seated herself next to the teenager whose depressed mood seemed to have fully 
left him, his other friends just staring at the duo in shock. 


““Darling’?” Ichigo was taken back by the words Zero Two described Hiro with. 


She said it to him earlier,“ Goro noted. He too disliked the level of affection displayed. 


“He must be the only person in our group to have a relationship of some kind,” Miku bitterly 
noted, her tone indicating jealousy. “I wish I had someone who loved me like Hiro loves Zero 
Two.” 


“Well, that’s going to take time,” Zorome snarked, forcing Miku to hit him around the back 
of his head. For once, he expected it, so did not yelp in response. 


“You know, I may have my misgivings about her, but Zero Two does go very well with Him.” 
Kokoro was charmed by the duo’s interaction. Zero Two offered Hiro a chip, which he ate off 
of her fork with a smile. 


“Glad someone sees it that way,” Mitsuru coldly remarked. “You weren’t concussed by her.” 
“As brutish as she was, it was an accident,” Ikuno told him. 
“Even though she didn’t show remorse for it?” 


His words silenced her. She never replied to him and chose to continue eating her sandwich, 
clearly irritated by his response. The two got along like oil and water. 


“Zero Two.” 


The large group’s attention was drawn to a grey suited man who was approaching their table. 
It was none other than the Principal of Franxx Academy himself, Principal Werner Frank. He 
was a long grey-haired man with a beard, balding and in his sixties. While he was generally 
in good physical shape and condition, he did require a walking stick made of plastic and 
wood. The rest of the staff only referred to Zero Two by her real name, so it was immediately 
deemed odd by Hiro and his friends that Frank chose to use her nickname. 


“You have only been here three days and I’ve already heard about your antics.” He was firm, 
but far from being downright angry. “Remember, I do not want to see you in my office at any 
point during your time here. Believe me, when I am here, I am not the same man who’s 
friends with your family.” 


“You know her family?” Ichigo asked him. She was just as surprised as her friends were. 
“Indeed,” Frank nodded. “I’ve known them for several years.” 
“The same with my father,” Zorome proudly added. 


“He runs the second-best school in this city, and yet there shall never be any animosity 
between us.” Frank nodded back to him. “Just a friendly rivalry. I hope he’s keeping well, 
Zorome.” 


“He is, sir.” 
“Wait, do you mean APE?” Zero Two glanced over at Zorome. 


“Yeah,” he replied. 


“I used to go there until they expelled me.” 
“Zero Two, you are yourself to blame for that,” Frank reminded her. 


“Well, they lied.” She was serious for once. “Principal Asaka excluded me and another 
student for reporting how they were hit by a teacher. They lied and said we were in a fight to 
cover it up.” 


“That’s bullshit!” Zorome jumped up from his seat, his anger evident. “APE is such a good 
school. They’ve been good for decades, even before my dad took over! It’s bad enough their 
reputation has divided the public like that documentary about that singer when the former 
school nurse made those false allegations claiming APE is corrupt.” 


“You don’t know the truth,” Zero Two coldly told him. “One day, it will have to spill out and 
they will be ruined. Believe me — Ms. Yamamoto’s words are true.” 


“You can keep this lie going for as long as you want,” Frank cautioned her, “but you will 
have to accept that no one is going to believe it. Do not let your past and your difficulties get 
in the way of your education. Also, Ms. Yamamoto is on the path of redemption since I took 
her in to be the school nurse here instead.” 


He then walked away, leaving the group by themselves. It took all the might of Miku and 
Futoshi from stopping Zorome pouncing on Zero Two, who was unphased by his actions. 


“What did he mean by ‘difficulties’?” Miku asked her. Zero Two simply glanced at her, a 
tired look on her face, and replied only with “don’t ask.” 


“T don’t like you,” Naomi told her, “but I wouldn’t be surprised if that APE stuff is true. I 
almost studied there, but other than how I wanted to be with my friends, my parents said 
there’d been odd stuff going on for some time.” 


“Shut the hell up,” Zorome cautioned her. “Don’t believe any of it. Does anyone else? Raise 
their hand if they do.” 


With the exception of Naomi, who only half-raised her arm, the rest of their friends never 
responded. 


“That settles it,” Zorome folded his arms. 


Once Hiro and Zero Two had finished their lunches, she was keen to take him somewhere 
else. This was evident by how she tightly clutched his wrist and ran off with him in tow, 
dragging him to wherever it was she wished to go to. 


She ultimately led him to the teacher’s car park, which was outdoors without any shelter. It 
was near the Academy’s science department and was of a colossal size to make up for the 
amount of staff who worked there. Students were allowed to walk through it only if other 
routes were unavailable, but there was no definitive rule that stated teachers were the only 
ones allowed on it. Due to this rule, Zero Two decided to abuse this loophole. 


“What are we doing here?” Hiro asked her. “We’re discouraged from even standing on the 
drive of the teacher’s car park.” 


“But did they say that you can’t do that at all?” Zero Two asked him, her hands behind her 
back as she leaned her torso forward. He knew she had a point, but was too afraid to admit it. 
“See? There’s no harm.” 


Vou' re up to something. We're not just here to stand around or sit somewhere.” 


With that, Zero Two opened her satchel and revealed a large carton of eggs that carried a 
dozen. Clearly, she had tucked them away in her locker and swapped them around with the 
paper snaps. She raised her eyebrows, her grin a constant feature. Hiro knew what she had 
planned. 


“You want to egg someone’s car, don’t you?” 


“Yup!” she beamed at him. “Hardly anyone comes by here during school hours. I noticed this 
over the last few days.” 


“Yeah, but they’ll soon discover it when the day ends.” 


“Who cares?” She pulled out the carton from her satchel and opened it. She scanned across 
one of the rows of cars and pointed at the dark blue high-tech one on the end. “Any idea 
whose car that belongs to?” 


“Not a clue,” Hiro shrugged. 


Zero Two proceeded to swiftly pull an egg out of the carton and throw it straight at the 
windshield. The contents within the shell splattered completely, the yolk spreading and 
smearing itself one the once-clean glass. Hiro’s jaw was almost agape. 


“Don’t look too worried,” his love told him. “We don’t know whose car it is and they’ Il 
probably never find out we did it anyway. You need to lighten up.” She pulled another egg 
out and forced it into his hand. “Come on. Give it a shot.” 


Hiro stared at the brown food item in his hand. Was he really going to waste food and be 
antisocial? He could not help but wonder who the car belonged to. Even if they were not an 
emotional person, they still would not be pleased to see what was happening to their car. 


“Let me help.” 


Zero Two grabbed his arm and tried to make Hiro throw the egg. He wrestled with her, trying 
to make her release her grip, but he soon found himself swinging his arm in the direction of 
the car. The egg hit the bonnet, breaking just like the one on the windshield, with gravity 
making it smear down onto the registration plate. 


Hiro could only stare at what he had just done. It was purely accidental, making a feeling 
enter his chest. At first, he thought it was guilt, but then a snort escaped his nose. His face 
began to tense itself, a smile forming with a small chuckle that soon became laughter. Zero 
Two laughed with him, understanding that her friend could see the fun in her antics. 


He grabbed another egg from the box and chucked it at the car, with Zero Two throwing them 
at a slightly slower pace than he was. Once all twelve eggs had been thrown, the laughing 
duo made sure they had calmed themselves down before returning to the main grounds of the 
building as they did not want to arouse suspicion. 


Chapter End Notes 


Interesting words there from Zero Two about APE. Gee, I wonder if they’re true... 
(Also, the character of Yamamoto will show up in a future story. HINT = They're not an 
original character, but a reimagined version of a canon one. Try and guess as to who it 


is) 


NEXT TIME: Hiro visits Zero Two’s house, where he finds a familiar children’s book... 


Memory 


Chapter Summary 


When Hiro visits Zero Two’s home, a certain children’s book from her younger years 
causes memories to resurface in both of them... 


Chapter Notes 


WARNING: This chapter mentions suicide and child abandonment. Discretion is 
advised. 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


Hiro’s parents allowed him to visit Zero Two’s home for a few hours, while her uncle and 
aunt allowed her to have her new friend visit. As soon as the school day finished, the two met 
up outside the school building and the formerly reclusive and depressed teenager eagerly 
followed his female friend to where she lived. Surprisingly, her home was only a mile away 
from where Franxx Academy was, which was why Zero Two would always walk to it instead 
of using a method of transportation. 


“Welcome to my crib,” Zero Two told her friend as she used her key to unlock the front door. 
The house was terraced and stood in a long line with others, all of which were grey bricked 
just like it. The hallway was a bright pale yellow, with stairs that led to the upper floor. Hiro 
glanced into the living room, which was white but slightly darkened. The wooden floor was 
laminated, while there were two sofas on the opposite side of the room and a large flatscreen 
television placed on a small table near the large windowsill. He walked into the room after 
removing his shoes, as did Zero Two. 


Hiro noticed there were three shelves—two of which held DVDs, the other books—with the 
former ones pushed together, but what he caught eye of were the series of framed 
photographs on the very top of the wooden shelves. They depicted two adults—one being a 
man who wore small rounded glasses, the other a woman with long hair—and were 
accompanied by Zero Two at various ages. One picture, however, had a different woman on 
it. She had long light blue hair that had faded and greyed in some places, cradling a baby 
Zero Two in her arms. She almost looked like her daughter. He had a feeling he knew who 
this was. 


“Ts this your mother?” He pointed to the frame. 


“Yeah,” Zero Two nodded back. “She was my uncle’s sister. She died when I was very 
young. I hardly remember her.” 


I'm sorry.” 
“Oh, it’s okay.” 


Hiro glanced at another photograph, which depicted Zero Two with an androgynous-looking 
person with blonde hair. He was taller than she was and seemed older. 


Who's this?” he asked her, shortly being told “my cousin. I don’t like him. On the other 
hand...” She pointed at another framed picture, where a younger Zero Two was with a man 
with long frizzy hair. “That’s my dad, who I like a lot.” 


“How come he lives elsewhere?” 


“His job. He’s an archaeologist.” She then faced Hiro with a smile. “Follow me upstairs. I 
want to show you some stuff.” 


She eagerly ran up the stairs, with Hiro also showing enthusiasm when he ran after her. On 
the upstairs landing, there was several rooms in a row and he followed her into the one that 
was second to the other end. This was her bedroom, as evident by the bed inside of it. Once 
inside, he was taken back by what was before him. Stuck up on the walls were numerous 
drawings and paintings on paper, all of which were colourful and eye-catching. One 
particular drawing depicted a young girl with red skin and long sharp horns on her head, 
wearing a black hooded cloak and was barefoot. 


“Wait... did you make all of these?” Hiro was in disbelief. 
“Absolutely!” she beamed back. “It’s one of my hobbies. I love to draw, sketch and paint.” 
Huh. To think a lot of my friends read, watch movies or play video games. Hey...” 


He walked over to where her bed was, where a plush toy was resting on it. It resembled a 
super deformed white robot with red markings and a long blue unicorn-like horn on its head. 


“A Strelizia doll. So, you do watch Strelizia and the Protectors.” 
“I do indeed,” Zero Two nodded. 

“Have you ever watched the videos by CODE390?” 

I've heard about them,” she replied. “What’re they like?” 


“Really good. You’ve got to see them. It’s just animation with action figures. You know, stop- 
motion, but it’s pretty good. They only do it for fun and not like some people who do it for 
money.” 


“You need a productive hobby of some sort,” Zero Two noted. “And believe me, what I do in 
school isn’t the only thing I like to do as you’ve already gathered.” 


“Never thought of it that way,” Hiro noted himself. “Then again, what I used to do with my 
grandfather was a great one.” 


“You shouldn’t have stopped even though he died.” 


“Yeah,” he nodded back; a revelation apparent. He glanced around at the pictures, his 
expression showing obvious fascination. “You know, there’s something almost familiar about 
these pictures. Are they based on something?” 


“Yep!” Zero Two then walked with a pace towards her desk. There was a book placed upon 
it, which she then presented to Hiro. “It’s from my childhood.” 


“The Beast and the Prince.” He read the title aloud. A smile soon appeared on his face. “I 
remember that book. It’s been years since I read it.” 


He instantly spotted Zero Two’s replica of the cover on a nearby wall. Her version was close 
to being completely identical in terms of shape and colour. It depicted a woman in a blue 
dress with red horns and long white hair. 


“That’s incredible,” he remarked. “It looks almost like the original.” 
“I know my craft.” Zero Two was proud of herself. “Want to have another read?” 


He nodded back, so she handed the book to him. To his surprise, the book was not completely 
in good condition. Some of the pages had tape on them from small tears that had occurred 
over the years, while a lot of them seemed almost dirty from actual soil. 


“You must have had this sometime,” Hiro observed. 
“It was a gift from Principal Frank when I was born.” 


As he continued reading the pages to himself, something at the back of his mind grew. He 
had certainly read the book before, but there was a familiarity. As he read the story, which 
was about a tragic romance, the familiar feeling grew and grew. He looked up at Zero Two, 
who smiled at him as usual, but even her smile began to fade. Just like him, there was 
something familiar, almost nostalgic, about the book and him holding it. It was almost as if it 
had happened before. 


I remember what happened now clear as day. 


Ichigo was being picked on by some bullies during break, and I fought them off. The teachers 
saw what had happened, but they had no sympathy for me. Only Ichigo did. It was such a big 
fight; my parents were even contacted about it. 


As if the argument I had with the teachers was bad enough, the one I had with my own 
parents was worse. They were absolutely furious with me. They told me I was grounded and 
not allowed to watch TV for a week. I never saw myself in the wrong for what I did. I was 
more than just furious with all the adults who did not agree with me. I was upset beyond 
measure. 


Just like any other five-year-old who was still yet to learn the true workings of the world, I 
decided to run away. If no one agreed with me, what was the point in having to live with a 

family that never understood what I did was for a good cause? I believed they should have 
been proud of me, the same for the teachers. Why could they not be grateful like Ichigo? 


Thad it all planned out. During the time I sulked in my room when I was first sent there that 
day, I secretly packed a small suitcase I owned with various items that belonged to me. 
Mostly books, but I did put in some clothes, but only for a few days as if I was on holiday. I 
also made sure I had a blanket to sleep with. I never had room for a pillow, so I decided my 
packed clothes would double as one temporarily. I would leave in the middle of the night, 
when I knew my parents would be sound asleep by then. 


When the time arrived, I dressed myself in the casual clothing I would normally wear at the 
weekend and tucked my pyjamas into the suitcase. I quietly snuck down the stairs and stole 
some sweets from the kitchen. They were simple hard boiled ones that you could suck on and 
they would eventually dissolve in your mouth. After this, I put on my shoes, followed by my 
coat. It was winter, so it was essential I wore that. The keys to the front door were on a table 
in the hallway and were hardly out of my reach. I unlocked the door, put the keys back where 
they were originally, and left my home. 


In spite of my plan of leaving my family, I actually had no idea as to where I was going to go. 
I was too young to drive and did not have the money to go to exotic places like Africa or 
India, so my plans hit a snag. 


But that did not stop me. My grandfather was an adventurous spirit, often teaching me how to 
survive in the wild and camp out, so the snag was obliterated completely. I decided I was 
going to live out in the wild. We both knew of a forest that was on the outskirts of the city, 
which was where I began my trek to. I had my battery powered torch on hand to guide me in 
the dark, as the streetlights were not enough, especially in areas where there were not any. 


Whenever I heard or saw a car coming, let alone anyone who looked like a responsible adult, 
I would always duck out of sight. I did not want to be caught and dragged back home. I 
wanted to get away. 


It was an incredibly long walk to the forest. I did not have a watch at the time, but knowing 
how long it takes me now to walk to Franxx Academy, it was easily over an hour. I was cold 
and certainly tired, but I pushed on to make sure I was deep inside the forest. Once I felt as 
though I had travelled far enough, I stopped and looked around at the area I was in. I was 
surrounded by acres of tall trees, the ground beneath me mostly being dirt, although there 
were some patches of grass, let alone bushes and shrubs of various kinds with various fallen 
branches and sticks everywhere. 


I needed to sleep, but I did not want to be out in the open. I walked on further, looking for a 
cave or something that could easily be used as shelter. After a minute, I found the exposed 
underside of a tree within a hill, which made a perfect shelter for myself. I settled down 
inside of it, setting up my makeshift bed. It was too cold for me to change back into my 
pyjamas, let alone remove my coat, so I kept what clothing I had on and organised the 
blanket. I then placed my temporary pillow down. 


As I tried to sleep, I heard a stick break. I knew it meant someone was nearby, so I peeked up 
from my blanket, my eyes darting everywhere. I was too afraid to move. Was I going to be 
caught? 


As I waited for someone to appear, my worry turned to surprise. Standing before me was not 
an adult, but a girl who must have been around my age. She was dirty, as was her long pink 
hair, her hands and feet. She wore what looked like a blanket of her own for clothing like a 
cloak, which made me realise she was completely naked. With her was a book of some kind, 
being held tightly in one of her hands. 


She snarled at me, like a dog. She even pounced like one too, biting my arm as I tried to push 
her off. I screamed, pushing her off. I asked her why she was acting the way she was, but she 
never replied. She just looked at me with fury. I then guessed that I was sleeping in what 
might have been her own home, so I apologised and asked her if I could live with her. Again, 
she only stared at me. This made me realise she probably did not know how to talk. I needed 
a shelter like the one she had, and I was too tired and cold to look elsewhere that time of 
night. 


I opened my suitcase slowly and pulled out a sweet I had slipped in before I left. I unwrapped 
it and offered it to her, which she sniffed with curiosity and concern. Her mouth made contact 
with my hand as she sucked it in, the small piece of food being rolled about in her closed 
mouth with her tongue. She suddenly let out a giggle and smiled, squealing with delight at the 
taste. 


She knew I had more in my suitcase, so she tried to grab it, but I backed off with it in my 
arms. I told her she could have more only if we shared her home together, which I explained 
to her by pointing at the suitcase, herself and her shelter. Realising I was being manipulative, 
I decided to add another factor into the mix: I would be her friend. I noted how unlikely it 
was that she did not have anyone else to be with, which was enough to make her realise my 
company would not be a bad thing. 


We sat down in the shelter, and I let her sit under my blanket with me. She showed me her 
book eagerly and I asked if I could read it. She let me hold it, which gave me an idea. I then 
asked if she wanted me to read it to her, which I proceeded to do. I assumed she was illiterate 
and only liked the pictures, so I was definitely treating her to something more with it. 


It was The Beast and the Prince, which was about a princess who was a monster. She lost the 
wings that mad her a monster, thus making her human. She fell in love with a prince, who 
was completely human himself. They later married, but the princess became a beast again. 
She was told by the witch who turned her human that she could only permanently become 
human if she killed the prince. She refused to do this, so ran away to never be seen again. 


That was when my new friend asked me what marriage was, but her attempt at saying 
“marry” sounded more like “awwi”. I explained to her that it was when a woman and her 
darling — another word used in the book — would come together and make their friendship 
stronger. She loved the idea of this, so I offered that maybe we could do it when we were 
older. She also tried saying the word darling, which she repeatedly called me. Looking back 
now, it was strange that I never attempted asking her for her name. Sure, she could hardly 


speak to begin with, but it was certainly not proper of me to ask, let alone introduce myself. 
Because of that, she only called me darling and I never bothered with a name for her. 


We both settled down for the night, and I bravely gave up my coat to warm her up. We hugged 
each other as we slept to add more warmth, but it was still not the same as being in a proper 
bed. 


We awoke several hours later, the daylight being the brightest I had ever seen. There was 
snow everywhere, some of which even covered us a little in our sleep. Seemingly, my new 
friend had never seen it before and was absolutely ecstatic. I taught her how to make 
snowmen and how to have a snowball fight, the latter of which she really enjoyed. We played 
for absolutely ages; hours must have passed. 


That was when the fun came to an end. 


We were both found by police, some of which were accompanied by dogs. We tried to run 
away, but there were too many officers in the area and we were both taken to the police 
station. We were kept apart and I never saw the girl again after that, only my shaken, 
worried, and angry parents. I was still grounded when I returned home, with the punishment 
being extended to a fortnight. 


I hardly remember my mother. All I know about her comes from my uncle, who is her brother. 


All I know is that, while she really loved me, she was not very mentally strong. She suffered 
from depression since she was bipolar. She was only around twenty when she had me. I was 
never planned — I was created from a one-night stand, and just as my mother was about to 
tell the person who was my father about what had happened, she learned he was moving 
away from Cerasus to move to the city of Chrysanthemum for his job as an archaeologist. She 
let him go, but he promised he would always visit. 


This was a promise he still keeps to this day. He now has a new partner, who’s just as nice as 
he is and is expecting their first child together. 


All I now know is that my mother decided to end it, but before she did, she gave me up. I was 
never handed to someone nice and responsible, or even cold and negligent. She left me, a 
three-year-old, in a forest one night when I was sleeping, so she could return home and do 
her deed in a moment of despair and madness. 


All I had were the clothes on my back, a blanket and a book called The Beast and the Prince, 
a gift from a friend. When I grew too large for my clothes, I simply took them off and used my 
blanket instead as if it was a cloak of some kind. I may have been alone and inexperienced 
with survival outdoors, but even I knew some animals would eat grass, leaves and anything 
small that scurried about. It was hardly pleasant, but I got used to it in the end. 


The book kept me entertained for hours, let alone days. I could not read at the time, but the 
artwork was just amazing. I wished my mother was there to read it to me, but the mere 
thought of how she was not around would always drive me to tears. Obviously, I did not know 
the truth, and even if I was told about it, I would not understand. 


I was feral for at least two years. I had never felt so upset in that time. I was alone for so 
long, but one day, I found a boy in my little sleeping spot. I was angry he had taken it, but he 
offered to me what I would later learn was a sweet. I still remember tasting the hard, small, 
and colourful plastic-looking thing, which led to my sweet tooth in the following years. The 
boy offered to be my friend, something I let him do since I was alone. I showed him my book, 
which he then read to me. 


I learned two new words that day. Both were from the book: 


Marry. He told me what it meant and I loved the idea, so he offered we would marry when we 
were older. 


Darling. It was such a sweet word. I never knew his name, so I called him by that. 


After we fell asleep and played in the morning snow, adults came and took us away. They 
were police and kept us apart. I never saw the boy again and have no idea what happened to 
him. I assumed he had a family who he left but was forcibly returned to. 


When I was at the police station, I heard two of the officers talking about me. They said I was 
“child zero-two” because I did not have a known name. I then tried to repeat what they said; 
I think what came out at the time was more like “eo to”, but what they said stayed with me. 


As it turns out, I was a missing child who they had been searching for over the last few years. 
My mother 5 next of kin were my uncle and aunt, who I was put in the care of. However, 
things were far from simple: My mental state was hard to control; living in nature, even 
though it was for only two years, really impacted my psyche. I would later be diagnosed as 
having ADHD. This is why Principal Frank said that I have difficulties. 


Eating was never straightforward either. To make me try new foods, my uncle and aunt would 
have to drench my food in honey because of the sweet tooth I had developed. I’ve mostly 
grown out of that habit. Mostly. 


For the next few years, I was educated at home, and by the time I reached the age to start 
third grade, I started school for that same year group. My behaviour was difficult to control, 
which was a problem to both my classmates and my teachers. Even when I did calm down 
over the years and focused more on my work, no one wanted to make friends with me. 


That was when I started goofing about in an attempt to get people to like me. 
It failed. Hard. 


If I ever had a friend, who I tried to have desperately replace my long lost darling, they 
would leave me because they didn t like my behaviour. They did not think of me as human, 
and I felt that way about myself too. I started drawing myself as a red girl with horns, calling 
myself Zero Two the Oni. It was Mark Takada, originally a spineless wimp, who snapped and 
stood up to me, calling me a monster. After that, he was never the same. 


When I started studying at APE, I tried hanging out with a group who called themselves the 
Nines. However, the reason we parted ways was because I chose to do so for once. Their own 


behaviour of extreme prejudice against others was not something I agreed with. 


The only friend I had was the boy who found me in the forest. I knew I was never going to see 
him again. Hiro, my current darling, seems to be just as good. 


Hiro and Zero Two just stared at each other with wide eyes. The familiarity they had been 
experiencing had reached a head. 


“You were the girl with this book in the forest all those years ago, weren’t you?” 


Chapter End Notes 


Well, this was hardly a twist. On the other hand, this means the story will now start 
picking up speed. 


Zero Two’s dead mother isn’t an original character, by the way. She’s my 
reinterpretation of the Klaxosaur Princess, and her name was Keiko. She, along with any 
non-human characters in the anime and manga, are completely human here (this is 
already obvious, but I thought I'd point it out). Also, Zero Two’s father and his partner 
will show up in a future story. 


NEXT TIME: How will things go now that Hiro and Zero Two remember each other? 
Could there be any hurdles that could affect their friendship? 


Broken Love 


Chapter Summary 


Hiro’s friends learn about his connection to Zero Two, and then consequences arise... 


Chapter Notes 


As the last chapter reinterpreted Episode 13, Hiro and Zero Two’s story (and Ichigo’s 
own one) will be my version of the despised Episode 14 from now on. 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


By that point, Thursday had reared its head. Each school week felt incredibly long, but Hiro’s 
old friends found it to last longer due to the nuisances caused by Zero Two. Before she met 
up with her friends outside Jian Park as usual, Ichigo texted her friends to tell them that she 
was going to speak to Zero Two during homeroom that morning. Goro and Ikuno chose to 
side with her since they were in the same class, and when they arrived at Franxx Academy, 
they continued their conversation in their homeroom. They stood close to the door, the trio 
being in a circle as they conversed with one another. 


“To be honest, I don’t know why we didn’t do this sooner,” Goro noted. “We should have 
done this as soon as we learned he was hanging out with her.” 


“T just have a bad feeling about them.” Ichigo was stern, but seemed troubled. “She’s only 
been here four days and has caused a lot of havoc.” 


“But not enough to get her expelled,” Ikuno added. “Either she hasn’t been caught yet or 
she’s taking advantage of some kind of loophole.” 


“Let’s assume both.” All the time, Ichigo was looking directly at the open door and peered 
out into the hallway. No one was outside the classroom, let alone heading towards it. 


“Youre very insistent,” Goro observed. 


“I worry about Hiro.” She decided to look at her friends again. “He could get himself in a 
mess only she could get herself into and find that he could get expelled too. For him to side 
with her of all people is so unlike him. He used to be such an influential and smart person to 
everyone, but since he lost his grandfather, he’s let his grief get the better of him.” 


“You think very highly of Hiro.” Ikuno adjusted her glasses. “I’d even say you might be 
jealous of Zero Two.” 


J'm not jealous!” Ichigo sharply faced her. The short girl’s expression was angered. “She is 
a bad person and he should keep away from her.” Her fists were clenched, but she loosened 
her grip and sighed. “But I do admit...” She almost seemed embarrassed. “I love Hiro.” 


Goro was taken back by what he had just heard, as was Ikuno. 


“Love?” He repeated the word. 


Back when I was in first grade, I knew how Ichigo and I were really good friends. I wanted to 
give her a gift to show that, but was too young to buy her anything. 


When I was out in the playground, I found a hairclip. It was dirty, but a good proper clean 
with some hot water and soap would do the trick. I went into the boys’ toilets and quickly 
cleaned them until I thought it looked good enough to give to her. 


I looked around the playground for her, and when I did spot her, she was with Hiro. That was 
when I noticed she had a hairclip in her hair. I realised he must have done the same thing I 
wanted to do, but he beat me to it. 


To this day, she still wears the one he gave her and I still have the one I found. I still consider 
giving it to her, but I have never really had the courage to do it. 


“Yes,” Ichigo replied. 
“Like romance love?” Ikuno too was surprised. 


“That’s the only way I can describe this feeling I have about him.” 


“Leave me alone!” I cried at the bullies. “Stop it!” 
“Hey, Ikuro! Ikuro! Thats your name, right?” 


When I started first grade, there was one little misreading of my name and I was called Ikuro. 
This may sound like a petty insult, especially as it was not a malicious nickname, but believe 

me—over time, my classmates started to call me that knowing it annoyed me. Then it became 
less annoying and more tormenting. 


For weeks, many students would call me that knowing it upset me. Only my friends would 
never do that. One day, I was being ganged up on by a group of students in first grade. They 
kept calling me that and it brought me to tears. They laughed and laughed. 


That was when help arrived. 


“Leave her alone!” 


It was Ichigo. She knew I hated being misnamed like that and helped me. I never had the 
courage to tell a teacher about the bullying. They never threatened anything if I did do it; it 
genuinely never crossed my mind. Ichigo came with me when we reported the bullying, and 
before I knew it, it stopped completely. To this day, no one has falsely called me Ikuro, 
intentionally or accidentally, and I am grateful for Ichigo helping me that day. 


I always looked at her in the classroom. Not just were we good friends, but I loved her. She 
never knew how far my love went. 


Both Ikuno and Goro were in complete silence. Their hearts were shattered and Ichigo did 
not even have the faintest clue. They had never told her their true feelings, both of which 
were secrets to themselves. They both appeared extremely pale, something Ichigo never 
noticed due to her fixation on Hiro. 


“Here she comes.” They were brought back to reality when she suddenly spoke. Seconds 
later, Zero Two walked through the doorway and was grabbed by the arm by Ichigo. 


“What do you want?” the teenager with the pink hair asked in a stern tone. 

“We want you to stop seeing Hiro,” Ichigo told her. 

“What?” she replied flatly. 

“You're a bad person.” Goro’s words stung, but not to her. He could hardly believe he was 
defending Ichigo’s love for Hiro knowing he loved the girl with the blue hair himself. “He 
deserves better.” 


“Better?” Zero Two yanked Ichigo’s grip off of her. “What, like you three?” 


He's a good person.” Ikuno’s words hurt herself as well. She too was still in shock about 
Ichigo’s confession. “You’re not.” 


“You’ve only known each other for a few days,” Ichigo added. “How can you fall in love that 
quickly?” 


“You’re wrong,” she was soon told. “We’ve known each other far longer than you already 
know.” 


“Oh, cut the crap!” Ichigo spat. Don't try making up some sob story.” 
“He ran away from home many years ago.” 


The trio stared at her, surprised by how she had this knowledge. Hiro later told them about 
his escapade the day after he left home briefly. 


“We rediscovered this only yesterday. He was the little boy who found me, the little girl who 
had been living outdoors since her mother abandoned her, and he read the book which was 
the only thing I had left next to the blanket I wore for clothing. When he read it, he taught me 


what marriage was, as well as the word darling. He even promised we would marry years 
later. After we were found, we never saw each other again until earlier this week.” 


Ichigo, Goro and Ikuno continued their wide-eyed stare at her. Zero Two made her way to her 
desk, being stared at by the other students. That was when Hiro entered the classroom and 
noticed his three friends close to the door. 


“Morning guys,” he spoke cheerfully. “Hey, you look like you’ve seen a ghost. Anything 
wrong?” 


They never replied and seated themselves at their desks, as did Hiro. Ichigo was in shock, the 
very fact Hiro had made a marriage proposal to Zero Two many years prior being hard for her 
to comprehend. 


Homeroom went ahead as it normally did in spite of the revelations faced by Hiro’s friends. 
As soon as the bell rang, the students stood up from their desks, grabbed their bags and began 
to walk out of the classroom. 


“Hana. Hiro.” 


The duo had barely stood up from their desks when Nana’s voice caught their attention. They 
looked straight at her. 


“T want you both to come with me.” 


The two looked at each other, but only Hiro had a surprised face. He had a feeling as to what 
it was for, but decided to follow the teacher’s instructions. He slipped his rucksack onto his 
back and Zero Two wore her satchel, the two students following after their homeroom 
teacher. 


As it turned out, she was leading them directly to the office of Principal Frank. Without even 
knocking, Nana opened the door to the small room with custard-yellow walls and a metal 
filing cabinet. Frank was seated at his large wooden desk, but he was not alone. Standing 
nearby was Hachi. 


“T had a feeling this would happen.” Frank was the first person to speak. Nana shut the door 
once the students and herself were inside the room. “Hana Watanabe, I told you I did not 
want to see you in here. To make things worse...” He glanced at Hiro. “You have roped 
someone else into your antics.” 


“Did you really assume you would never be caught?” Hachi questioned them. He was his 
usual stern self. “There are cameras everywhere around the school. Your actions were 
recorded and we have the evidence of what you did.” 


Zero Two looked bored as she was being lectured, not providing Frank or Hachi with eye 
contact by looking to the side. She was used to being scolded regularly, so this was just 
another day for her. Hiro, on the other hand, was comprehending the path he had taken. He 
was clearly concerned by how his actions were having repercussions. His head was held low. 


“The car you just so happened to pelt with eggs was mine.” Hachi stated what was plainly 
obvious by that point. To Hiro, it really was an unfortunate coincidence that the car belonged 
to one of the strictest teachers in the entire school. “The last thing I want to find at the end of 
a long day is that my car was made filthy and I had to clean it before I drove home.” 


“As punishment,” Frank began, you are to both attend an afterschool detention today for an 
hour. You will be with Mr. Kato and write him one thousand worded letters of apology. If you 
do not attend, your families will be contacted.” 


“Also,” Hachi added, his tone raised, “Hana, you are to receive an additional punishment, 
which was agreed between myself, Principal Frank and your carers. This Saturday, you are to 
visit me at my home and wash my car.” 


Zero Two’s eyed widened. For once, she was surprised. 


“Don’t bother arguing,” Frank gently warned her. He was calmer and more composed than 
Hachi was, even though the strict teacher never properly shouted. “It is obvious you were the 
instigator of this misdemeanour. I have always been disappointed in your reckless acts, but 
the very notion that someone sided with you and agreed to help has taken me back.” He 
looked at Hiro. “Especially knowing who they are.” 


“I am disappointed in both of you.” Nana finally spoke. The students looked at her. Like the 
other teachers in the room, she scowled. “Hana, you have so much potential and I refuse to 
see you do any more stupid acts. And Hiro...” 


He looked straight at her. 
“This is not like you at all. It will be a while before you have my trust again.” 


There was a long silence. Zero Two hated the fact she received additional punishment, while 
Hiro had realised he had changed for the worst. They were right; his behaviour was nothing 
like his usual self. His newfound love may have been the spark that brought back his 
enthusiasm, but where it led him to was not the best path. 


“You are to both be seen in Mr. Kato’s homeroom afterschool.” Frank provided more details. 
“Do I make myself clear?” 


“Yes, sir,” Hiro and Zero Two provided in unison. The latter was quieter. 

“I did not hear your response,” Nana leaned over to her, her rage for her student boiling. 
“Yes, sir.” Her response was louder. 

“Good,” the principal nodded. “You can all leave, except Hiro.” 


Frank’s words surprised him. Hiro watched as Zero Two, Nana and Hachi left him alone with 
the Principal, who stood up from his desk once it was just the two of them. 


“I understand your mentality,” the older man told him. “This is all stemming from your 
family tragedy.” 


Hiro’s eyes widened again. 


“Don’t look surprised,” Frank told him. “It’s obvious. Ever since then, your grades were not 
what they used to be and you were more withdrawn, even with the circle of friends you are 
with. Myself, Ms. Matsumoto, and all of your others teachers noticed it.” 


He then leaned forward and spoke in a quieter voice. 

“Now, off the record, I want to actually say that you do make good friends with Zero Two.” 
Again, Hiro was surprised by what he was being told. 

She's a good girl, but her past-” 


“I know,” Hiro cut him off. “We had a talk yesterday. It turns out I was actually the one who 
found her all those years ago.” 


“Myself and her family are all grateful,” Frank nodded. “But I can see what your friendship 
with her has done. She has provided you with that adventurous joy which your parents said 
your grandfather provided you with. Now, there is nothing wrong with that, especially if you 
are emotionally recovering from a loss, but that filled-in hole in your heart needs to see when 
something is bad. I encourage your friendship with her, but you need to know when to draw 
the line. If anything... I encourage you to teach her when to do that herself.” 


“That won’t be easy,” Hiro replied. “Especially if her... difficulties...” He carefully chose his 
words. “Get in the way.” 


“She may have her troubles,” Frank noted, “but she is not without emotion. She does feel for 
others, it’s just seldom seen.” 


Hiro once again took in what he was being told. He still wanted to be friends with Zero Two, 
which there were no problems with, but Frank was right. He had to learn when to stop with 
her antisocial behaviour. No doubt this would cause a conflict in their relationship, but from 
that point on, he chose to not take part in anything bad she did. 


“Now, hurry along.” Frank pointed to the door with his walking stick. You're late for your 
first lesson anyway.” 


“Yes, sir.” Hiro nodded back to him, coming to his senses again. “Thank you.” 


He left the office, leaving Frank to tend to his work. The principal knew he had provided 
wisdom for the student and hoped he would follow it through. 


Chapter End Notes 


Poor Goro and Ikuno. Their hearts have been broken, and yet, no one knows. 


Can I just mention that one of the things I absolutely hated (and I mean HATED) about 
Episode 14 was how neither Hiro nor Zero Two brought up with Squad 13 the revelation 
they discovered about themselves? If they (especially Hiro) had done that, the whole 
episode’s proverbial kick in the teeth would never have happened. Honestly, watching 
Episode 14 straight after Episode 13 (I watched the series for the first time during May 
2020 during lockdown) was like watching Genesis of the Daleks and following it up 
with the subsequent serial Revenge of the Cybermen. I was going from something 
absolutely brilliant into something lacklustre and mind-numbingly stupid. Storytelling 
101: If the characters can easily resolve their problem, you need to find a good, justified 
way for them to not be able to do that. The Towering Inferno is a good example of 
applying that advice. Episode 14 isn’t. 


Fortunately - SPOILER ALERT — the manga adaptation fixes that plothole, and when I 
first read it, my thoughts were “YES! THIS IS WHAT SHOULD HAVE HAPPENED 
IN THE ANIME! WHAT WERE THE WRITERS THINKING?!” 


NEXT TIME: Ichigo learns about the trouble Hiro and Zero Two got into. How will 
things go from here? 


Between Anger and Envy 


Chapter Summary 


Ichigo learns about the trouble Hiro and Zero Two are in... 


Chapter Notes 


By the way, if you have any questions about my AU (character backstories, random 
facts, etc.), don’t be afraid to comment with a question. Some things exist in my 
Heartverse AU that will never be brought up in the stories themselves, so my ‘word of 
god’ won’t just be limited to these story notes. 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


Ichigo had noticed, just like with the rest of her homeroom, how Nana had called out Hiro 
and Zero Two. She could tell it was something ominous, but for the first few lessons that 
morning, she never had the chance to ask Hiro about what it was. When morning break 
began, she made her way to her locker as usual, knowing that Hiro would also be using his to 
store away anything he did not need to additionally carry that day. A few seconds after she 
had reached hers, he appeared to use his. 


“Hey, Hiro.” She looked at him as he transferred books in and out of his locker. “What was it 
Ms. Matsumoto had to talk to you about this morning?” 


“Tve got detention afterschool.” His focus never drifted from looking inside his locker. He 
was Clearly troubled by his own actions and regretted them. 


“Detention?” Ichigo was alarmed. “What for? Does this have something to do with Zero 
Two?” 


“T-It was just a stupid joke. I shouldn't have let her pressurise me.” 


By that point, Ichigo tightly grabbed his arm and sharply made him face her. He had never 
seen her with such a serious expression before. 


“What did you do?” Her voice was hushed and close to being spoken through gritted teeth. 
Knowing she would not release her grip of him until he provided an answer, Hiro confessed. 


“We egged a teacher’s car. It turned out to be Mr. Kato’s.” 


Ichigo’s eyes were completely wide with shock and horror. Such an action was not like Hiro, 
and knowing Hachi’s reputation, she could tell how much trouble he was in. 


“Darling!” 


Both of the student’s attention were drawn to Zero Two, who waved at them while using a 
nearby locker. As it turned out, hers was down the same corridor and was only several yards 
away from theirs. In spite of what had happened that morning, she seemed cheerful. She 
closed her locker and approached her love. 


“T have this great idea for a prank involving the sports cupboard.” She pulled a hairpin out of 
her pocket. “I know how to pick a lock, so that’s how we'll get into it first before-” 


“No.” 


Both Zero Two and Ichigo were surprised by what his response was. It was plain and 
straightforward. 


“I don’t want to do that sort of thing with you anymore,” Hiro seemed firm. He lowered her 
hand that held the pin. “I am more than willing to still be your friend and love you, but this is 
where I draw the line. I am not going to get involved in antics like this, especially if we could 
get into trouble.” 


“We were only caught the one time so far.” Zero Two rolled her eyes. “Believe me, back 
when I was at APE, I got away with worse.” 


“Until you got into a fight.” Ichigo was cold. The girl with the pink hair sharply looked at 
her. 


That's a lie. I told you, they said that to cover up what really happened. The school nurse 
can tell you that it’s the truth too.” 


“I’m pretty sure Principal Frank, let alone Zorome, can verify that as being a falsehood.” 


“Well, the truth will come out one day.” Zero Two towered over the shorter girl, the two of 
them scowling at each other. “It will. They can only stay secret for so long.” 


After a long pause of staring at each other, she looked up at Hiro again. 
“So, what do you say?” 


“My mind is made up.” He stood his ground. “I will still be your friend. I don’t mind going to 
that hidden place you showed me, but if it involves reckless behaviour that could get us in 
trouble, I want none of it.” He made a sharp swipe with his arm to punctuate his point. “I’m 
sorry, but this is how it’s going to be until you have a change of heart.” 


“Yeah, like that’ll ever happen.” 


The stern-looking Hiro then scowled himself at her before turning around and walking in the 
opposite direction. Zero Two muttered something profane under her breath before walking 


the opposite direction she came from. All the while, Ichigo watched as she left, passing 
Kokoro as she tended to her own locker. The grey-blonde noticed how her friend looked 
irritated and had clenched fists. 


“Ts everything alright?” she asked her. Ichigo never looked up at Kokoro, instead focusing on 
Zero Two as she walked further away. 


“Hiro’s got detention because of her.” 


With that, she walked off in the same direction as Hiro. 


Throughout the rest of that morning, Ichigo remained irritated. She was livid that Zero Two 
had gotten Hiro into trouble with her antisocial behaviour and could not believe he would 
stoop that low. For him to commit such a heinous act was far beneath him and not something 
he would do, a fact that intrusively bothered her even when she had returned to her lessons. 
She could not believe he was still siding with her in spite of their shared punishment, but her 
anger went beyond mere disappointment in him. 


Not just did she hate Zero Two for putting Hiro into her mess, but she secretly envied their 
love. She had known Hiro for far longer than she had, the notion that the two had met once 
only in the past and just so happened to reunite years later notwithstanding. Ichigo wished it 
was her with him, believing that Zero Two was not worthy of his love. 


During lunch break, Ichigo sat with her friends as usual in the cafeteria. Hiro was with their 
large group of friends as normal and was joined by Zero Two regardless of the small 
argument they had. They did argue again about her pranks, which led to Zero Two moving to 
another table to sulk; she was not driven to tears—far from it, in fact—but she hoped her 
pouty face would make Hiro reconsider. Ultimately, it never did. 


Once she had eaten her lunch, Ichigo tended to some work she had to do in the library that 
required her to use a computer. She had to email a few documents to one of her teachers once 
she had finished the work that she did not quite have enough time to finish during a lesson 
that day. As soon as the work was completed and she emailed it, she sat back on the 
cushioned metal-framed chair and thought about her friendship with Hiro. She could still 
remember the first time they had met. 


It was my first day of school. I was scared, just like any other child would be. I did not want 
to leave my parents behind. 


They left me that morning with my bag, lunch and my cuddly bunny doll. I cried and cried. I 
wanted to be with my family. I did not know anyone who was there. When break began, I just 
sat in the corner of the playground, my legs drawn close to my body. Everyone was a 
Stranger. 


One of those strangers approached me. 


He was smiling. If anything, he seemed the happiest person in the class. He asked me if 
everything was okay. I told him I wanted to go home and wanted to be with my family. He 
then asked if I had any friends to be with to cheer me up, but I did not have any, so I told him 
that. 


He then offered to be my friend. He introduced himself as Hiro and asked who I was. I told 
him I was Ichigo and he helped me onto my feet. He promised we would be good friends and 
we would make loads more. 


Little did we both know ‘loads’ was not an understatement in the following years. 


After that, I was no longer scared. I was happy. I laughed with him. My parents were so 
happy to learn I was returning to them in a more cheerful mood, let alone proud that I had 
formed a bond with someone outside of my family. 


He was even there for me when I was being picked on by a group of bullies. He was told off 
by all the teachers and his parents, but he did what was right. If his parents never grounded 
him, he would never have run away and crossed paths with Zero Two. 


It was then that Ichigo made a brash decision. She loved Hiro and refused to see him with 
Zero Two anymore, her love for him consuming her common sense. In a matter of seconds, 
she concocted a plan unlike any other she had formed before, one that was very much unlike 
something she would normally do. 


Opening a blank document page on the computer she was using; she typed a fake letter from 
Hiro to Zero Two. 


ZERO TWO 
I have reconsidered what I said to you earlier today. 


Instead of you coming up with the next prank, I’ve thought of one. Meet me in Jian 
Park tonight around midnight and we'll take things from there. 


Love from your DARLING HIRO XXX 


P.S. How about we also reconsider that handjob you offered or even take things 
further? 


She knew exactly how he spoke and would write, and also added the aforementioned offered 
sexual act which she had unwillingly heard about. She printed it discreetly while none of the 
staff or other students were looking and folded it away into her pocket. She logged off the 
computer and left the library so she could locate Zero Two’s locker. She may have not 
remembered the number, but she knew its exact spot from where her one was. 


She removed the piece of paper from her pocket and slid it through one of the three thin line- 
gaps in the locker’s door while no one was looking. She had perfectly set a trap, the bait 
being ready for the taking. 


Chapter End Notes 


PLOT TWIST! Weren’t expecting that, were you? This AU will make some deviations 
from canon by reinterpreting major plot points in considerable ways. 


Now, I know what you’re thinking - “You’ve demonised Ichigo by making her evil, 
haven’t you? You’re doing this all because of Episode 14.” 


Well, the truth is that, while Episode 14 did make my blood boil and I hated Ichigo’s 
obsessive nature (even though she did have good intentions despite how she took 
advantage of the situation), Ichigo isn’t supposed to be properly evil here. When I was 
planning on writing the first draft of this fic (which was shortly after I had first watched 
the series), my intention was for her to definitely be unambiguously evil. However, after 
processing my thoughts, I decided to dial things back and make it more ambiguous. 


It’s up to you, the reader, to decide whether she is a very misguided antihero at best, or 
an obsessive anti-villain at worst. Either way, she’s in the wrong with her plan, and like 
in the anime, she has difficulty understanding her feelings for Hiro. However, what isn’t 
ambiguous is that she’s definitely an adaptational jerkass. 


NEXT TIME: Our focus shifts away from Hiro, Zero Two, and Ichigo to Ikuno. How is 
she coping knowing that the person she has always secretly loved revealed they have 
love for someone else? Could there be an even bigger problem they’re worried about? 


A Private Conversation 


Chapter Summary 


Nana finds an upset Ikuno after school and the two talk about her angst. 


Chapter Notes 


This chapter and the next centre on Ikuno. Later on (and I mean LATER), there will be 
two chapters that will focus exclusively on Zorome. 


Also, I would love to give everyone who has been following this fic a MASSIVE thank 
you for the Kudos I’ve been receiving for it. I received 5 in one day on Wednesday in 
my timezone, something I was taken back by. Truth be told, I thought this fic would not 
sit well with readers because of my approach to Ichigo’s character, but it appears as 
though that might not be a problem. 


Although, admittedly, those Kudos could be from the anti-Ichigo part of the fandom. 
Well, I’m not going to complain. It just means more Kudos and hits for me (but I would 
appreciate more comments! ). 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


When the school day had reached its conclusion, Nana made sure the last class she taught had 
all left before she made her way to Hachi’s homeroom. He was already there, seated at his 
desk, while Hiro and Zero Two were also present. Zero Two was seated on the front row in 
one corner while Hiro was in the back in the opposite corner. 


“With these letters, you need to be clear and show you fully understand the consequences of 
your actions.” Nana was more than firm with the two students, scowling all the while. “You 
know precisely what you were doing, and knew you shouldn’t have done it. I don’t want to 
see not just a repeat incident, but any other act of mischief from either of you. Do I make 
myself clear?” 


“Yes, Miss,” Hiro and Zero Two replied in unison. The former seemed more awake and 
active, while the latter showed no emotion at all. Both Nana and Hachi wanted to scold her 
for the lack of enthusiasm she displayed, but they both chose to ignore the troublesome 
teenager. 


“Thank you,” Hachi told her. She nodded in response and left the classroom, ready to return 
to her own empty homeroom so she could tend to marking and other pieces of work. 


“I don t care what Werner says about her.” Nana focused on her thoughts as she walked. 
“Hana is a lost cause. I cant see any sign of redemption in her, let alone any redeemable 
qualities. She s corrupted Hiro. He used to be such a great student, but since his family 
tragedy, hes gone downhill so much. Him befriending her has made him worse.” 


Halfway to where her room was were some of the many student restrooms that Franxx 
Academy supplied for its students, and just as she passed the girls’ one, she heard something 
come from inside of it. Not casual chit-chat or laughter, but it sounded like sniffling. Then a 
tiny whimper came. A student was crying. Then she heard something being hit; this was 
probably a door. Knowing the best thing to do was to talk to them, Nana knocked on the door 
twice. 


“Hello?” she called gently. “Is everything okay in there?” 


No response came, and after a few seconds, she slowly pushed the door open and poked her 
head into the room. After she caught sight of who the student was, she navigated her way into 
the restroom fully. The student was none other than Ikuno, whose eyes were red, as was her 
face. She punched the door of the toilet stall again, clearly upset and frustrated by something. 
Her sadness had overwhelmed her to the point she had not noticed Nana entering the room. 


“Tkuno?” Nana called her name, catching her attention. Her tone was a worried one. 


Ikuno quickly faced her, appearing rather shocked she had been caught. She wiped her nose 
with her handkerchief and tucked it into her pocket. 


“Ts everything alright?” Nana was concerned for her student. 


“J-I-It’s nothing,” the spectacled girl stuttered. “It’s just that time of the month.” She placed a 
hand on her stomach. “This one hasn’t been as comfortable.” 


“Tkuno.” Nana was calm and gentle as she responded. “I think we both know that that is far 
from the truth.” 


Ikuno just looked up at her homeroom teacher with wide, surprised eyes. She had not 
believed the lie. 


“Come with me to our homeroom.” 
“Miss, I'm sorry.” She did not know what to say. She was almost in a panic. “I just-” 
“Don’t apologise for anything.” Nana was firm, but in a kind way. “You’re not in trouble.” 


Piecing together what she had been told, Ikuno realised the privacy would help her with her 
problem. However, she was still timid. 


“Okay.” 


She followed after her to their homeroom, where they shut the door once they were inside. 
Nana seated herself at her desk and told Ikuno to bring a chair up to her so they could talk. 


Once she was seated, they began their conversation as soon as the teacher swivelled her chair 
to face her student. 


“What we’re going to talk about,” Ikuno began, seemingly hesitant and anxious, “are you 
going to tell anyone else?” 


Nana shook her head. 


“Whatever it is we'll talk about, it will not leave this room,” Nana reassured her. “It’ll be just 
us two.” 


Ikuno nodded to this. 


“Okay, but...” The spectacled student seemed almost frightened. She was not emotional 
anymore, but it was clear she was stressed. “What I have to say... I’m worried that you might 
judge me for it.” 


“I’m here to listen to you,” the teacher reminded her. “Nothing more. Now, tell me—why are 
you upset?” 


Again, Ikuno paused. Broaching the subject was still hard for her. 


“Well, the truth is... Pm... having love problems. I’m... not into... boys.” She seemed tense. 
“Pye known this for the last six years.” 


“Right,” Nana nodded. “Does anyone else know about your sexuality?” 
“No.” Ikuno shook her head. “No one. Not my friends. Not my family. Only us.” 


“You're brave for telling me,” Nana reassured her. And no, I won’t judge you for it. I only 
care about whether or not a student does their work or likes to misbehave, nothing more.” 


Ikuno then let out a sad and frustrated sigh. 


“It was only this morning that I learnt the only girl I’ve ever liked not just loves someone 
else, but doesn’t swing the way I do.” 


That's life, sadly,” Nana nodded. “But there’ll be someone else for you.” 


“I wonder though... if I had spoken to her sooner, would I be with her now?” Her voice was 
quiet. We're still friends. We always have been, but... would we have gone further if I 
decided to speak up?” 


“I hate to say it, but I think you need to accept they’re not the same orientation as yourself.” 
Nana was brutally honest, but said so in a reasoned manner. “You will find love again one 
day. It doesn’t matter how long it will take; you will find someone who loves you the way 
you loved whoever this person is.” 


She had several guesses as to who this ‘friend’ was, but kept them to herself. She looked at 
the depressed Ikuno, whose head was now looking down into her lap, her hands rested there 


as well. 


J've always known I was different. I used to think I was broken and something was wrong 
with me. It wasn’t until I realised I preferred girls over boys that I learned of my own 
orientation. I didn’t know whether to be proud or not of myself for being different. I’ve seen 
so many people who are LGBT, whether in real life or in the news, who have happy lives, but 
at the same time there is this onslaught of hate for it. That is why I haven’t told anyone else 
about this until now. I’m so worried about how all the people I care for would respond. My 
friends and family mean so much to me. I don’t want to lose either of them, but I especially 
don’t want to possibly upset or anger my parents.” 


As Nana stared at her student, she reflected on Ikuno’s words and her own opinion of the 
teenager. 


“Outside of her grades, she may be rather introverted, but that doesnt stop her from being 
absolutely polite and kind towards others. I have seen her with all those friends of hers out in 
the academy grounds and cafeteria during breaks. They’d look out for each other no matter 
what. Her parents are so proud to see how high-achieving she is. I refuse to believe they 
would let something trivial like her sexuality affect their judgement of her. They are good 
people and I know that from parents evening. If only the circumstances when I first crossed 
paths with her father were better.” 


Nana decided to speak once again. 


“Right, well first of all—have your family or friends ever said anything that indicates they 
would be against someone who is gay or lesbian?” 


“Well...” Ikuno did not know what to say. “They haven’t said anything for or against it. 
Actually...” She remembered something. “Mitsuru and I don’t get along, but that was 
something else that happened when we were back in elementary school.” Yet another 
realisation occurred, a clear lightbulb moment striking her. “Naomi was defending another 
student the other day who was gay, and she made it clear she was supportive of gay people. 
That, and Zorome is often making gay jokes, but that’s only been towards boys.” 


“That’s typical boy behaviour.” 
“Yeah,” Ikuno nodded. 


“Personally, I believe when you tell them all the truth, I can see them all still supporting you 
like before.” 


“Wait, what?” Ikuno’s heart almost skipped a beat. “You want me to come out?” 


“T never said that.” Nana still remained calm. “I’m not going to force you out of the closet. 
You should do that when you think you are ready. There’s also a time and a place. However, 
something like this cannot be kept secret for your entire life. You will have to tell everyone 
eventually if you want the support. Your friends and family might even know people who are 
in the same community, which will make you feel more positive about yourself.” She then 


placed a hand on her student’s shoulder. “That is what you really need, and not burying your 
worries away.” 


Ikuno nodded back at her. Despite her mentor’s words, she was still frightened. 
“Ts it okay that I go now?” 
“Of course,” Nana nodded. “We’ve talked long enough.” 


Ikuno stood up and moved her chair back to the desk it came from. She then left, leaving 
Nana to finish the work she had set out to do. 


Chapter End Notes 


It will be explained in a future fanfic how Nana knew Ikuno’s father. In fact, I’m aiming 
to post that story sometime after this one has concluded. 


NEXT TIME: Will Ikuno tell her parents and friends the truth? If she does, how will 
they react? 


Speaking Her Heart 


Chapter Summary 


On a whim, Ikuno decides to leave her closet and tell her parents and friends the truth 
about who she really is. 


Chapter Notes 


WARNING: The opening scene depicts a character imagining a homophobic encounter. 


To provide additional background details regarding Ikuno’s parents: 

Nao (47) bears a passing resemblance to a younger Tom Selleck if he was Japanese and 
an anime/manga character. He is a doctor at the A&E department of Cerasus West 
Hospital. 

Utano (48) wears glasses, like her daughter. As stated earlier on in this story, she is an 
elementary school teacher. 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


“What do you mean you’re a lesbian? We didn t raise you to be one!” 

“You’ve ruined our family!” 

Im not having a dyke as a daughter! If anything, we never had a daughter to begin with!” 
“Get out of our house! We’re not having a lesbian living with us!” 

“We regret deciding to have you!” 

“Now we won t have any grandchildren!” 

“You ’re absolute filth!” 

“We’re sending you to get therapy! You need to be cured!” 

“Ts everything alright?” 


Ikuno looked up from her barely-touched plate of food, her intrusive thoughts and anxieties 
making her forget she was seated at the long and rectangular dinner table with her parents. 
Her focus switched to the person who spoke, her father Nao, who was a tall and well-built 
moustached man. He was seated at the opposite end of the table, directly facing his daughter. 


Sitting next to him on his right was his wife and Ikuno’s mother Utano, who possessed a 
striking resemblance to their daughter, but her hair was greying. 


“You’ve hardly touched your plate.” 


“Do you have a tummy upset?” Utano asked her in a caring tone. “If you’re not up to eating, 
you can tell us.” 


“No, I’m...” She hesitated, looking down at her plate again. She did not know what to say. 


She was tired, frustrated, and upset by her life. Her heart was broken, and she was afraid of 
who she really was. She had had this anxiety for the past six years, and today was when it 
was at its peak. 


“Your friends and family might even know people who are in the same community, which will 
make you feel more positive about yourself.” 


Nana’s words of wisdom suddenly entered her head yet again. 
“That is what you really need, and not burying your worries away.” 


And it was the latter she had been doing. She needed to move on. The frustration was 
reaching boiling point, and she had to do something about it. 


“There’s something I really need to talk to you about.” 


“Shit,” she thought, the fact her words slipped out unconsciously shocking her. “Am I really 
doing this?” 


“No.” Nao’s voice was low. He seemed very worried and almost in disbelief. “No. Don’t tell 
me what I think it is.” 


“Oh god, does he know?” 

He seemed very wide-eyed. 

“What do you think it is?” Ikuno nervously asked him. 
“You’re not pregnant, are you?” 


A confused silence swept over the room. Ikuno was also wide-eyed, purely because of how 
Nao had somehow deduced that of all things. 


“What?” she replied flatly. 


“Really?” Utano sternly faced the man with the large bushy moustache. “We’re jumping to 
that conclusion already? We don’t even know if she has a boyfriend.” 


“A boyfriend.” Ikuno screamed internally. “They clearly have expectations.” 


“It’s a valid concern,” Nao tried to justify himself. “Teen pregnancies are quite common.” 


'm not pregnant,” Ikuno told them. 


“Thank you,” said Utano, who faced her husband again. “See?” She then looked back at her 
daughter. “You were saying?” 


The spectacled girl hesitated. 


“You know how I was home a tiny bit later than planned tonight?” Ikuno looked directly at 
her mother, who nodded to reply. “Well... there was a reason for that. I was having a talk 
with Ms. Matsumoto. She found me when I was a little upset after school.” 


She could see the concerned looks on her parent’s faces, but Utano’s was more pronounced. 
Ikuno could feel her body begin to flush with heat, the hand which held her fork beginning to 
shake. 


She could still remember the first time she was shown the album of photographs that 
showcased her growing up. The earliest pictures documented were Utano’s first ultrasound 
scan of her, followed by the pictures taken a few hours after her birth. One depicted Utano 
cradling the newborn Ikuno in her bed, while the other had a shirtless Nao holding her as he 
sat in an armchair. They were engaging in skin-to-skin contact, but in the case shown in the 
picture, it was more skin-to-hair due to the thick carpet of chest hair he possessed and still 
had to this day. 


She placed the cutlery on the table beside her plate and continued with what she had to say, 
her hand now on her lap with her other one. 


“We went to our homeroom and talked about it there. I was upset because... I’ve been having 
problems... for a while.” 


Her nervous heat began to make her sweat and she could feel her forehead becoming wetter. 
She was already uncomfortable under her uniform’s jacket, but endured it and pushed on. 


Another memory from the album popped into her head. It was the one where she was taking 
her first steps. It was such an important milestone, with Utano in the same picture showing 
clear joy at the progress her daughter had made. 


“Tve been having love problems. Today, I found out that the person I was in love with was 
interested in someone else.” 


“Sweetheart,” Utano gently called to her. “It’s okay. You may be upset about that right now, 
but in the years to come, you'll 


“But it’s not that that upsets me the most.” Ikuno’s emotions were building up. She was 
drawing closer and closer to telling them the truth. “It’s the fact that I hid my love for them 
for so long. I was too afraid to admit it. I was worried about what others would think about 
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me. 


“Well, who were you in love with?” Nao asked her. “Was it Hiro? Is it because of how he’s 
with that Watanabe girl?” 


“No, it’s nothing to do with them.” Tears were slowly beginning to surface in her eyes as she 
tried not to let her frustration get to her. “It’s about who I was in love with. The person I 
loved...” 


Despite her tremendous fear, she still had enough courage to tell her parents the truth. This 
was it. She was going to tell them. 


“It wasn’t a boy. It was a girl. It was Ichigo.” 


She was completely trembling, tears welled up in her eyes. She then remembered the cake 
she had baked for her parents’ fifteenth wedding anniversary two years prior, which she 
surprised them with. They were so happy to receive it, her mother even expressing envy at 
how she was able to bake better than she could. To make things worse, it was a shop-bought 
recipe available in a box that she had attempted previously to little success. 


“Mum... dad... Pm a lesbian.” 


Her voice creaked on the last word, as she felt uncomfortable with having to say it out loud to 
describe herself. Both Nao and Utano just stared at their daughter, who was still doing her 
best to keep her emotions in check, for what felt like minutes when it was only seconds. 


“All these memories... they’re going to go to waste now, aren t they? I’ve ruined everything, 
haven t I?” 


“Oh, sweetheart.” Utano broke the silence with her sympathetic tone. Her words shocked 
Ikuno. “Come here. Come on.” 


No sooner had she stood up from her seat, she found her daughter bursting into sobs as she 
walked into her and buried her head in her shoulder as she cried. Ikuno held onto her mother, 
who held back and patted her head as she gently hushed her. Nao also stood up from his seat 
and joined the embrace, hugging his daughter to show his support. In a matter of seconds, the 
immense weight that Ikuno had been carrying was gone, and she felt relieved to find that her 
parents were accepting of who she was. 


“You have nothing to be upset about,” Utano told her. “It’s okay.” 


“I was so scared.” Ikuno’s voice was muffled by her mother’s shoulder. “I-I didn’t think you 
would love me anymore.” She was snivelling a considerable amount. “After all these years, I 
thought you were going to kick me out and say that I’d ruined our family.” 


“Hey, hey,” Nao gently spoke, catching her attention. He released himself from the group hug 
and made Ikuno look up at him, his hand rested under her chin. “We’re not those kind of 
people, and we never will be.” 


“But all these years, you never raised me to be a lesbian.” 


“Of course we didn’t,” Utano told her, releasing their embrace. “But we never said you have 
to be straight. There are things we can teach you, but there are some things you discover and 
teach yourself.” 


“But this changes nothing,” her father added. “You’re still our daughter and you always will 
be. However...” He seemed sly. “We will be asking if you’re looking at any cute girls instead 
of boys from now on.” 


There was a smug smile on his face, evident how he was amused with his teasing. 


“Oh, shut up!” Ikuno tried to act annoyed with the gentle slap she did on Nao’s arm, but her 
smile and laughter hid her own amusement. She laughed with her family, her joy returning. 


“To tell you the truth,” Utano began, “we had a feeling you might have been a lesbian.” 
“How?” Ikuno was surprised by this notion. 


“Those books you enjoy reading,” Nao pointed out. “It involves a lesbian romance. I didn’t 
know what they were about when we bought the first one for your birthday a few years ago, 
but when your mother was talking to some of her work colleagues and brought it up, they 
knew exactly what they were about. I tell you, we were both surprised about it.” 


“Well, why didn’t you ask me sooner?” Ikuno was alarmed and embarrassed. 


“We didn’t think you’d be comfortable with us bringing it up. Also, we only suspected it. We 
weren’t positive until now. Your mother was convinced you were going to end up with 
Futoshi.” 


Instead of being upset or even offended, Ikuno could not help but laugh at what she had just 
been told. 


Futoshi has a thing for Kokoro,” she chuckled. “It’s so obvious.” 


That was when she remembered she was yet to tell her friends the truth. She immediately 
thought of a plan to carry it out and told her parents. 


“I know that Naomi is supportive of people who are gay, so I’m going to speak to her later on 
my phone. I’ll probably text her. I don’t know when, but at some point, I want to tell the rest 
of my friends too.” 


“Right, well if anything goes wrong, tell us,” Nao told her. For once, he was firm. “We know 
you and Mitsuru don’t get along anymore, and that Zorome is pervert by all accounts, so if 
they do something that makes you uncomfortable, we’ll be contacting their parents.” 


“T’d be more forgiving of Zorome,” Ikuno noted. “But Mitsuru? You’ll hear about it.” 


“And the best part is we know you mean that,” Utano nodded. “If anything, I agree with that 
decision.” 


An hour later, Ikuno was tucked away in her bedroom. Having had just relaxed in a deep hot 
bath beforehand, she was now dressed in her purple pyjamas — a button-up shirt and trousers 
—and laid against the pillow on her bed. Her mobile phone was in her hand, and she had 


opened the texting application. Naomi’s profile had been selected, and judging by the green 
ring around the circular frame for her picture, she was online. 


“Okay,” Ikuno calmly whispered to herself. Her nerves were still overwhelming her. “You 
can do this. You know that she’s okay with gay people.” 


Inhaling deeply through her nose, she proceeded to text to her friend, their virtual 
conversation soon occurring. 


Can I talk to you for a minute? :Ikuno 
Naomi: Sure, what is it? 
There's something I want to tell everyone, but I want to tell you first.: Ixuno 
I feel the most comfortable telling you because of that fight you broke up yesterday. :Ikuno 
Naomi: What fight? 
Naomi: Oh, that’s right. The one with homophobic asshole. 
Naomi: Wait a minute... 
I’m a lesbian. :Ikuno 
Naomi: Really? Are you being serious? 
I’m being serious. I told my parents an hour ago. :Ikuno 
Naomi: Oh. 
Naomi: Wow. 


Naomi: Okay. 


Naomi: How did they take it? 


A million times better than I thought. Turns out they thought I might be a lesbian anyway. 
:Ikuno 


Naomi: Well, you do like reading Yuri. 
Naomi: I don’t know why I just realised that now. 
Naomi: Also, about me being supportive for gay people... 


Naomi: There’s a reason for that. 


Naomi: You’re not alone. 


You’re a lesbian too?! :Ikuno 


Naomi: Yup. Came out to my parents when I was 10. 
10?! I only realised I was a lesbian at that age. :Ikuno 


Naomi: Well, although my parents were fine with it and still are, there are reasons why I 
haven’t told everyone yet. 


2: Ikuno 
Naomi: I'Il tell you another day. 


Naomi: I’ve been a bit worried about telling the others, so I’ve tried to drop hints along the 
way. No one seemed to pick up upon it. 


Why don’t we both come out together to them? :Ikuno 
Naomi: Sure. Let’s try it 


Ikuno switched her phone to the group chat and began to converse with the rest of their 
friends. 


Naomi: Hey, everyone. There’s something me and Ikuno want to talk to you all about. 
Are you all online? :Ikuno 
Kokoro: Here. 
Ichigo: Here. 
Futoshi: im all ears 
Goro: Ready when you are. 
Hiro: Listening. 
Miku: Ready. 
Mitsuru: What is it? 


Zorome: Make it quick. In this game, I’ve travelled to that void and am about to fight the 
dragon. What is it? 


Miku: Zorome, you’ve played that game a million times. What’s so special about you 
fighting it again? 


Zorome: Let me get my achievements, okay? 
Naomi: Shall I say it or you, Ikuno? 


I think we should do it for ourselves. :Ikuno 


I’m a lesbian. :Ikuno 
Naomi: And so am I. 
Mitsuru: Really? 
Futoshi: is it true? 
That's okay with you guys, right? :Ikuno 
Ichigo: Of course it is! You’re still the same people. 
Kokoro: Congratulations on coming out! I’m so proud of you! 
Miku: We’ll always be friends no matter what. 
Hiro: I second what Miku said. 
Goro: Same. 
Futoshi: Fourth. 
Zorome: This is so cool! I know people who are lesbians! 
Miku: Don’t be so insensitive, Zorome! 
Zorome: Piss off! At least I’m okay with it! 
Mitsuru: Does this mean you two are a thing? 
Naomi: What do you mean? 
No! : Ikuno 
We're not in love! :[kuno 
I came out to her knowing she was pro- gay rights, and then she told me why. :Ikuno 
Kokoro: What a coincidence! 
Ichigo: To be honest, I think you’d make a cute couple. 
Naomi: WE’RE NOT IN LOVE 
Ichigo: I was just saying! 
Zorome: In fairness, they’re not the only gay person here. 
Zorome: I am, of course, referring to Mitsuru, who used to *really* like Hiro years ago. 


Mitsuru: Give me one good reason why I shouldn’t knock you out. 


Zorome: We're not in the same room, for starters. 
Zorome: And you almost did that to someone else before. 
Goro: For the love of God, don’t bring this up again. 
Zorome: In fairness, he never showed remorse. 


Zorome: I wasn’t the victim, but I would never do what he did. Ill always remind him of it, 
just like Ikuno does. 


I’m not as explicit as you are about it, Zorome. :Ikuno 

Mitsuru: STFU. You still bring it up. 
But do you regret it? :Ikuno 

Mitsuru then went offline, the green ring around his profile disappearing. 
Zorome: Coward. Never accepts responsibility for his actions, just like his mother. 
Miku: Says you! 
Naomi: Well, that’s all sorted. We’ll talk more tomorrow. 
Zorome: Guess who just beat the dragon? ME! 
Miku: Big whoop. 


Zorome: GFY, pigtails. 


Chapter End Notes 


Well, didn’t things go well? Nao and Utano are the definition of good parents, while 
Ikuno has friends she knows she can absolutely rely on. 


Honestly, the anime really did Ikuno dirty. If you ask me, her fate was worse and even 
more poorly handled than the ones received by Hiro and Zero Two. Thank god — 
SPOILER the manga rectifies that, even though it’s implied she and Naomi don’t get 
together (personally, I don’t like to think Naomi was pruned in the manga and survived 
like in the anime. That’s just my little bit of fanon there). This is why my AU does her 
justice and gives her a happier conclusion. 


The whole point of Ikuno reflecting on her life with her parents was to show that she’s 
still the same person regardless of her sexuality. The reason she remembers her baby 
photos cements that; this was inspired by (and is an inversion of) the scene in V for 
Vendetta when the character of Valerie was disowned (her baby photo is thrown in the 


bin). Instead, Nao and Utano are instantly accepting. Granted, they had suspected it for 
some time, but that doesn’t matter. They love her no matter what. 


I should also make clear that, while I do ship Ikuno with Naomi, they won’t be together 
just yet. I won’t spoil much, but the aim of this AU is to end with all the canonical ships 
(including semi-canon and certain fanon ones that I feel make perfect sense). 


Also, I know I shouldn’t explain the joke, but the illusion of Zorome and a dragon (and 
yes, he is playing a certain sandbox game with blocks) is a stealthily-made reference to 
how his original voice actress voiced a character that lives with a dragon posing as a 
maid. 


NEXT TIME: Our focus returns to Hiro, Zero Two, and Ichigo, with the trap being 
sprung. 


Moments of Realisation 


Chapter Summary 


Ichigo reveals her true colours to Zero Two when she falls into her trap. 


Chapter Notes 


Everything between Zero Two and Ichigo comes to a head here... 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


Hiro never told his parents about the detention he had to attend, simply stating the reason he 
was late home being due to spending time with his friends. Even though he had made a 
decision about his friendship with Zero Two, he was still conflicted. Even without him 
involved, she continued to misbehave in the classes they had, something that he did not agree 
with, yet he still loved her. He mulled this over throughout the day, even before he turned his 
bedroom light off to sleep that night. 


DING. 


In his pitch-black bedroom, he was startled awake by the sound. It was his phone. He had 
received a text. His personal item was placed on his bedroom’s desk, which was right next to 
his bed. He reached over to grab it and read the messaged he had received. 


Zero_Two: I’m ready. Where are you? 
Hiro was confused. Why did she suddenly contact him? He then replied to her. 
Ready for what? Where are you? :Hiro 
A few seconds later, she replied. 
Zero_Two: The park? 
Zero_Two: You know? Like you planned? 
Zero_Two: You even wanted that handjob I offered you 
“What is she talking about?” Hiro whispered to himself. He texted her again. 


What plan? :Hiro 


He anxiously waited a few seconds before she replied again. 
Zero_Two: Did you genuinely forget? 
Zero_Two: You even put a letter in my locker about it 


“Letter?” He was having difficulty piecing together what he was being told. He replied to her 
and awaited her response. 


? :Hiro 
Zero_Two: You said you had some kind of prank planned and we’d meet at the park 
Do you still have the letter on you? :Hiro 
Zero_Two: No, why would I? 
Zero_Two: Wait, nevermind. I forgot to take it out my pocket anyway 


She then quickly sent him a photo of the letter in question. She very likely used the torch on 
her phone so he could see the typed out writing, which he could read in full. Hiro was 
alarmed. 


Zero Two, get out of there! I didn’t send that letter! This is some sort of trap! :Hiro 
Zero_Two: Well, who sent it then? 
I don’t know, but you must leave the park :Hiro 
Zero_Two: Believe me, I can defend myself 
You don’t know that! They could be bigger and stronger than you! :Hiro 
Zero_Two: That’s a risk I’m willing to take 


Hiro quickly jumped up out of his bed. He pulled whatever casual clothing he could grab out 
of his wardrobe and began to dress himself. He hated the stubbornness his love had, but he 
was too concerned for her safety. Neither of them knew who wrote the letter, but only he was 
afraid of what was going to happen. 


As soon as he was dressed, he slipped his phone into his pocket and ran out his bedroom, 
only for his mother Sayako to poke her head out her own. 


“What are you doing?” He stopped dead in his tracks when she appeared. “It’s the middle of 
the night.” 


Mum, I can’t talk,” he quickly told her, clear worry in his voice. Zero Two has been put in 
some sort of trap and is at the park. She refuses to leave there and I have to save her.” 


“Not this time of night!” She raised her voice, but he began running down the stairs. “You 
have school tomorrow! Let the police deal with it!” 


“Mum, I’m sorry.” He slipped into his shoes and found his set of keys on the table on the side 
of the hallway, shortly beginning to unlock the front door. “I promise I'll phone you about 
anything.” 


Zero Two was seated on a wooden bench in Jian Park. It could easily have fit three people, 
but she sat in the middle of it with a leg crossed over and her arms stretched out on the back. 
Near the bench was a bin, which had a metal structure but was decorated with long wooden 
planks around it. She did not really care that she was the victim of some sort of prank, but 
was interested to know who had set her up. She had no clue if the perpetrator would show up, 
but certainly knew Hiro was going to try and ‘save’ her. 


She frequently looked about the wide-open space, only to soon spot a figure in the distance 
walking towards her. She could not make them out in the dark, but as they drew closer, more 
details could be seen. First, Zero Two noticed the hooded jacket. Second, she realised they 
were shorter than she was, as the tree they passed had a branch that would have been too high 
for them to reach, while she could do this with no qualms as she learnt when she passed it 
earlier. Thirdly, they wore a skirt. 


“A girl?” she wondered quietly to herself. “I’ve been set up by... wait a minute...” 


She looked closer at the moving figure, who was only several yards away. She used her 
phone’s torch in their direction, their face lit up and exposed fully. 


“Ichigo?” 


The girl with the pink hair stood up and approached her, but still stood a few metres away 
from the bench. The two stood face to face in spite of their different heights, the shorter girl 
with the blue hair having an expression of pure anger. 


Vou' re the one who brought me out here?” Zero Two could not believe it. 


“I want you to keep away from Hiro.” Ichigo’s voice was low, suppressing her boiling rage. 
“You’ve done nothing but cause trouble for him.” 


What we do is none of your concern, little strawberry.” Zero Two poked out a finger and 
pushed it on Ichigo’s forehead, making her move back a few steps. “If you’re trying to pick a 
fight, this is going to be very unbalanced.” 


“Don’t underestimate me,” Ichigo hissed. “He doesn’t deserve you.” 


“Oh, I’m sure he does!” Zero Two boasted, still not treating the shorter girl seriously. “What, 
do you think he deserves a pipsqueak like you?” 


In the blink of an eye, Zero Two felt Ichigo’s palm hit her across the face. The force was 
powerful enough to dislodge her hairband, knocking it in front of her eyes. Taken back by 
what had happened, she repositioned it to where it was and stared at Ichigo. 


“What the hell is wrong with you?!” 


Ichigo screamed with fury, her hands reaching out and clutching at Zero Two’s neck. She 
pushed the larger girl onto the bench, Zero Two’s head pushed over the back. She tried to 
release her grip using her hands, but defended herself by performing a sharp punch to 
Ichigo’s right breast. It may have been smaller in comparison to Zero Two’s, but it did not 
stop her from feeling pain and forced her off of her. Zero Two grabbed her by the collar and 
threw her in the direction of the bin, Ichigo’s head narrowly missing it as she fell on the 
stoned path. 


Ichigo turned herself over and began to use the bin as a support to help herself back onto her 
feet. Zero Two punched her on the top of her head, almost making her fall again. Ichigo 
glanced into the bin, spotting a glass bottle that once held a fruit drink of some kind. She 
quickly pulled it out by its neck and smashed it on the side of the bin, the body breaking into 
numerous pieces around the base of the bin itself. She swiped the makeshift weapon 
numerous times, but Zero Two swerved from every attack. She then punched the wrist of the 
hand that held the bottle’s remains, forcing Ichigo to drop it. It too broke, joining the rest of 
the clear glass on the ground near the bin. Zero Two grabbed her by the collar and lifted her 
up off of the ground, pinning Ichigo against the nearest tree. 


“Hiro doesn’t deserve you!” she hissed as she stared down at her enemy. “He deserves me!” 
“Ichigo?!” 


The girl with the blue hair froze when she heard her name being called. It was a voice both 
she and Zero Two recognised. She looked over Zero Two’s shoulder to see the person 
standing behind her. It was Hiro. 


“You sent the letter?” He could not believe his eyes. Ichigo began to panic, kicking Zero Two 
in the chest to make her drop her. She ran up to Hiro, clear fear in her face. 


“T-J-It wasn’t me!” she lied. “I-I don’t know what you're talking about. She attacked me!” 
She pointed at Zero Two, who instantly looked offended. 


“You lying little shit!” She grabbed her by the back of her collar, but Hiro broke up their 
potential fight. 


“Ichigo, why?” He held her by her upper arms and looked straight into her eyes. His face 
showed how betrayed he felt by her. “Why would you do this?” 


“You shouldn't be with her!” she barked back. Not with the stuff she does!” 


“Well, what about you?” he questioned his lifelong friend. “If you think I deserve you more 
than her, why did you decide to trick her into coming out late at night and pick a fight with 
her?” 


Ichigo only stared at Hiro. All that time, the breathless girl panted, her expression never 
losing its anger. She had no remorse and still believed she had never made any errors. 


“This isn’t like you,” he replied, disappointment in his tone. “The real Ichigo wouldn’t let 
envy get the better of her.” 


Still, her expression showed no changes as a result from his words. 


“We’ll talk about this at school tomorrow.” He looked over at Zero Two. “Let’s get out of 
here. It’s late.” 


Zero Two walked past Ichigo, whose anger was still boiling. Her clenched fists began to 
shake as she saw the duo begin to walk off together. The anger soon emerged proper and she 
lashed out at Zero Two, grabbing her by the jacket and attempting to start another fight. 


“He doesn’t deserve you!” 
“And you don’t deserve him!” 


Ichigo was grabbed by her collar and was thrown away by Zero Two towards the bench. 
After a few steps, she lost her footing and fell near the bin. As she hit the ground, something 
could be heard crunching. 


“What was that sound?” Hiro heard the sound, having watched the skirmish and witnessed 
Ichigo fall. 


“What sound?” his lover asked him. 
“It sounded like glass breaking.” 


Ichigo was lying on the ground, her eyes widened from shock. Judging by the movement of 
her arms, the duo could tell she was trying to sit up, but was having difficulty doing it. 


That was when she felt a pain. It was in her lower back. Then she comprehended what had 
happened. 


“I can’t move,” she quietly spoke, her voice almost a whisper. “I can’t move. My legs. My 
back.” 


“She must have fallen on the glass she broke when fighting me,” Zero Two guessed. Hiro 
looked alarmed and rushed to Ichigo’s side. 


“Ichigo?” He placed a hand on her cheek and made her look at him. “Ichigo, I’m here.” She 
was clearly in some form of shock. “It’s okay.” 


“I can’t move.” Tears welled up in her eyes. “Hiro, I can’t move my legs. I can’t move.” 


We're here,” Hiro told her as he held her hand. She began to cry hysterically. “We’re here 
for you.” He looked up at Zero Two, who remained standing on the same spot she was on 
when Ichigo attacked her. She did not look concerned about what had happened. “What are 
you doing?!” Hiro questioned her. 


“What?” she shrugged at him. “You actually want me to pity her? Even after what she did?” 


“Yes,” he firmly replied. “Call an ambulance, for crying out loud!” 


“She stabbed us in the back!” 


“She’s still my friend.” Hiro was furious. He was even shaking. “Even after what she did, 
we'll sort things out. We support each other, no matter what happens.” 


As Hiro decided to phone for an ambulance himself, Zero Two finally understood why he 
was still friends with her. They may have had a disagreement over each other’s own 
behaviour in school, but it no longer amazed her why he still stood with her in spite of her 
antics. What had just occurred with Ichigo was no different. Even though they had upset one 
another, they would figure things out and still be friends. 


It was this revelation that made Zero Two realise she should change herself. 


Chapter End Notes 


Hoo boy. Weren’t expecting any of that, were you? And to think it took Hiro defending 
Ichigo despite her actions for Zero Two to realise the error of her owns ways. 


NEXT TIME: The aftermath. What will happen with Hiro and Zero Two? What will 
happen to Ichigo? 


Building Bridges 


Chapter Summary 


Both Zero Two and Ichigo are racked with guilt because of their fight from the night 
before. 


Chapter Notes 


See the end of the chapter for notes 


As soon as the trio arrived at the hospital, Hiro contacted Ichigo’s parents to tell them what 
had happened. She was to have glass removed from her lower back, although how much 
there was, let alone how much damage was caused, was unknown. It took her parents less 
than a quarter of an hour to arrive, with both of them questioning Hiro and Zero Two over 
what had happened. A young male nurse soon appeared to tell them all that there was very 
little glass in her body and it had all been removed, but it would be a while before she could 
walk properly again. He also relayed a message from Ichigo, who insisted to her parents that 
she was the one responsible for what had happened and they were to talk about it with her in 
person. She was to stay overnight so she could be closely monitored. 


After contacting their respective guardians, Hiro and Zero Two left the hospital to return to 
their homes. Hiro messaged all of his friends about what had happened, punctuating how 
Ichigo accepted responsibility for the unexpected events. 


He was amazed he was able to fall asleep until he needed to wake up for school, as the shock 
of what had transpired remained stuck in his head. And yet, his morning routine commenced 
like it did any other school day; waking up, getting dressed, having breakfast, cleaning up for 
the day ahead and walking to school. 


Once he arrived at Franxx Academy, he tended to his locker to make sure he had the correct 
books and equipment for the first few lessons. To his surprise, he was suddenly met by Goro. 


“We all saw your message last night,” the spectacled blonde told him. “We didn’t believe it at 
first until Ichigo confirmed it.” 


We're as surprised as each other,” Hiro replied. “I never knew she felt that way about me. 
Albeit a little obsessively.” 


“Do you think you'll still be with Zero Two?” 


“Pd like to. After what happened last night, she’s gone quiet. She probably thinks it’s her 
fault.” 


“Well, isn’t it?” 


“Not directly or intentionally.” Hiro was firm. “Ichigo said it herself. She was letting her 
jealousy get the better of her. Her injury was purely accidental because of where the glass 
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was. 

He shut his locker and was about to walk off. 

“Hey, Hiro...” 

He faced Goro again. 

“Yeah?” 

“That conversation we were having the other day. You know; the one that got cut off?” 
“Mm?” 


“Well...” Goro rubbed the back of his neck. He was clearly uncomfortable with what he 
wanted to talk about. “To get to the point... I love Ichigo.” 


There was a long pause between them. Hiro was surprised by the revelation. 
“Tve wanted to tell her for ages, but... I don’t know if now is a good time.” 


“Wait until she’s back here,” Hiro suggested. “I’m going to visit her after school today. We 
need to fix a few things.” 


That was when Hiro noticed Zero Two was using her locker. She looked solemn and lost in 
thought, clearly mulling over the events of the night before. 


“Zero Two,” he called out to her. “It’s okay. It’s not your fault.” 


“I want to be left alone,” she told him quietly but in a serious tone. “Can we spend a little 
time apart for once? Give it a week or so maybe?” 


Hiro was hesitant, but agreed to her terms. 


“Okay,” he nodded. “But please don’t beat yourself up about this too much.” 


“Okay, class.” The bell to signify homeroom had ended rang and Nana tried to encourage her 
class as they left. “Have a good day.” 


After she checked her bag had been packed, Ikuno walked up to her teacher’s desk and stood 
before it. Nana was glancing over her emails on the computer 


“Miss,” she quietly spoke, catching her attention. The student was still timid. 
“Yes, Ikuno?” 


“I just want to say... thank you for talking to me yesterday.” 


A small smile appeared on Nana’s face. 
“T take it things went well?” 


Nothing's changed,” Ikuno replied. “My parents love me no matter what, and my friends are 
still my friends.” 


“I knew things would turn out fine for you,” Nana nodded, her smile still present. “Now, run 
along. The weekend hasn’t started yet.” 


Ikuno smiled back and then left the classroom. 


“Tf you think I deserve you more than her, why did you decide to trick her into coming out 
late at night and pick a fight with her?” 


It was the moment when Ichigo realised she was hurt that Hiro’s words finally made sense to 
her. To her, it just clicked. She went too far. He was right; it was not like her to pick a fight 
with another person, let alone over someone they both loved. It was beneath her and she felt 
disgraced by her actions. She was no worse than Zero Two normally was. 
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“This isn t like you. The real Ichigo wouldnt let envy get the better of her.’ 


Throughout her stay in hospital, she reflected on the night before and hated herself for it. She 
had remorse for her actions and treated her injury as punishment. The only people she had 
left for comfort at that time were her parents, who were working while she alternated 
between resting in her allocated hospital room and practicing walking again that day. 


That was when the door to her room opened. Poking their head in was none other than Hiro. 
As soon as the two saw eye-to-eye, Ichigo’s guilt made her lower her head in shame. He 
proceeded to walk into the room and sat himself in the chair beside her bed. She never 
watched him as he moved. 


“We need to talk,” he quietly spoke. 

“I’m sorry,” she replied in an even quieter voice. 

“T know you are.” He folded his arms. “But why? Why did you do that?” 
Ichigo was lost for words. She genuinely did not know what to say. 
“You don’t normally do stuff like that.” 

There was a long silence. 


“I... I didn’t know what to do.” Ichigo finally spoke, her voice shaky. “Hiro... I love you.” 
She faced him, her eyes visibly tearing up. “I always have. After I found out you were with 
Zero Two, I just... I just didn’t know what to do.” Her tears began to fall. “I always wanted to 
be with you. At the same time, I didn’t want you with her because of all that stuff you did. 


She’s dangerous. You used to be someone else until your grandfather died. Not just did you 
change for the worse, you’ve become worse with her.” 


“Tve realised what I’ve done wrong,” Hiro told her. “That’s why I said I won’t do any of 
those sorts of things she does. I promised to be her friend because she’s never had any proper 
ones. Also...” He leaned forward in his seat slightly. “You were jealous.” 


Ichigo’s face scrunched itself up and she sobbed. 
“I didn’t know what to do,” she cried. “I thought I was going to lose you.” 


“But what you did was terrible,” he reminded her. “Instead of talking to me about anything, 
you decided to use aggression. Since you did that, things got worse.” 


It's all my fault.” Ichigo was almost wailing. “Just say it. I know you don’t want me as a 
friend anymore.” 


“T never said that,” Hiro calmly replied. “I said I was disappointed in you.” 
Ichigo was silenced by his words. 

“When...” she whimpered. “When do you think you can forgive me?” 
When you realised what you did was wrong.” 


Ichigo’s jaw almost dropped open. As she cried again, her tears a mixture of guilt and relief, 
Hiro hugged her and she hugged back. The two were embraced for a minute until Ichigo’s 
tears subsided, leading to them releasing themselves from each other. 


“How’s Zero Two?” 


“She’s a little...” He did not know the right word to use. “Angsty. She thinks what happened 
is her fault.” 


“Tell her it isn’t,” Ichigo insisted. “It was an accident. I made that clear myself.” 


“Tve tried to tell her that so many times,” Hiro noted, “but she’s still letting it get to her. I 
won’t lie...” In spite of their privacy, he leaned closer to Ichigo and whispered “I think she’s 
in the process of changing.” 


“Changing?” Ichigo was surprised. “You mean, she might stop misbehaving in and outside of 
class?” 


“It’s too early to tell. All I know is she wants time apart. She said give it a week. Also, about 
those things you said last night. How you feel about me...” 


Ichigo felt many emotions at once. She regretted her actions, but her sadness stemmed from 
both her broken heart and the fool she made herself to be. 


“T’ve always seen you like a sister.“ Hiro saw the tears well up in her eyes. “But...” He held 
her hand firmly with both of his hands to comfort her. “I wasn’t going to say anything, but... 
there is someone who does love you back at school. They’ve loved you for years. They’re a 

good person and I think you two would get on very well.” 


Ichigo covered her mouth with her hand. There was someone who loved her back. Even 
though her heart was broken, it seemed to be fixed very quickly. 


“It’s Goro, isn’t it?” 
“What?!” Hiro’s eyes widened further than before. “How did you—” 


“Oh, Hiro!” Ichigo began to laugh. “I’ve known you two the longest next to Ikuno. And with 
her now out of the closet, it’s obvious.” 


Hiro was defeated, not knowing what to say next. He hesitated. 
“Well...?” He paused. “How do you feel about that?” 


“I... I don’t know, actually.” Despite her uncertainty, she still had joy which manifested as a 
smile. “I can give it a shot. He is a great guy anyway.” 


“Yeah,” Hiro nodded. “He certainly is. So, about you in general.” He gestured to her lower 
body. “How are things?” 


“T can walk. A little shaky, but it might be a week or so until I can do it unassisted.” 
“Oh.” Hiro pointed at the objects in the corner. “I’ve only now just noticed the crutches.” 
They both laughed at this. 


“T could be out tomorrow,” Ichigo told him. “Considering everything is going fine physically 
and, to be completely honest, I think this little chat helped as well.” 


“That’s good,” Hiro smiled at her. “We’ll all be looking forward to seeing you back at 
school.” 


“Actually...” She hesitated for a second. “How do the others feel about me? Not the injury 
part, but—” 


“It’s nothing to worry about,” he reassured her. “No one is turning against you. Although, 
Miku had some... interesting things to say about you. Sure, they were all surprised, but the 
only person you needed forgiveness from proper was me.” 


“But what about Zero Two?” Ichigo worriedly asked, but was told “I’m sure she can let it get 
past her.” 


Chapter End Notes 


When I had originally planned this story, the scene with Ikuno and Nana in this chapter 
wasn’t planned. After I enjoyed the interaction between them in chapter 10, I decided to 
throw in this little scene here. In the original draft, Nana was too friendly and it didn’t 
come across as professional, so I dialled it back and made it more realistic during the 
redraft. 


In the original draft of the part where Hiro visits Ichigo, he was a lot more cheerful and 
made it clear he forgave her straight away. I decided to expand the scene to emphasise 
Ichigo’s guilt and show how Hiro was disappointed in her, serving as a parallel to when 
Nana did the same thing to him earlier on. 


NEXT TIME: Our focus shifts to Zorome, who receives some rather shocking news... 


Pedestal 


Chapter Summary 


Zorome receives some shocking news about APE, only to then shortly be followed up 
by something even worse... 


Chapter Notes 


Important notes regarding some of the characters who appear or are mentioned in this 
chapter: 


Itsuki Asaka (57), like I said earlier, is my reinterpretation of Papa. To help visualise 
him more, imagine Christopher Sabat (Papa’s dub voice actor) if he was older, portlier, 
Japanese, and an anime/manga character. 


Daitan Asaka (nee Murata, 54) is my AU’s version of the old woman Zorome met in 
Episode 10. She works as a nurse at Cerasus South Hospital. 


Dai Rokuda (38) is my AU’s version of Tarsier. You’ ll find out how different he is in 
this chapter. 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


“Mum, I’m home!” Zorome yelled as soon as he opened the front door. “I haven’t got any 
homework, so PI be gaming.” 


“Zorome.” Daitan appeared before her son almost instantly from one of the back rooms. She 
was a tall woman whose hair was tied into a ponytail. She seemed rather anxious. “Before 
you go upstairs...” 


She grabbed him by the hand firmly—but not too firm as if she was angry—and led him to 
the living room. It was a spacious area with two sofas — one against each wall — and a 
widescreen television placed on a small table near the large window at the front of the house. 
She sat on the sofa nearest the door, her son beside her. Zorome could tell she had something 
bad to say. 


“I don’t know if you’ve heard the news.” 
He only stared at his mother with wide eyes. He had no idea what she was referring to. 


“What news?” the teenager with the wild hair asked her. “I-Is it to do with Dad? Is he okay?” 


“There was an incident at APE, but your father is not affected.” She looked straight into his 
eyes as she spoke, her own purple ones providing him reassurance. “I know you view how 
things work there proudly with him in charge, but—” 


“What is it?” Zorome too was anxious, the wait for her to tell him whatever it was getting to 
him. “What’s happened?” 


“One of the teachers there has been arrested.” 
“Arrested?” Zorome was shocked. “Who was it? What did they do?” 


“No name has been given yet,” Daitan told him. “All we know is they possessed... pictures 
of children.” 


Zorome’s mouth was agape. He could not believe his ears. Was his mother seriously telling 
him a member of APE’s staff was a paedophile? 


“They weren’t in his home, but on the school’s servers.” 


This made things worse. He knew this was certainly going to give APE bad publicity, 
especially after the alleged words of Yamamoto, and his father would not be happy about it. 


“How?” Zorome tried to speak, but he was almost motionless from shock. “How can APE 
have a nonce working for them? For how long have they been doing this?” 


“All I know is what was in the news,” Daitan replied. “Your father and the rest of the staff 
will probably know more.” 


“Yeah,” he nodded, clearly not knowing what to say. He was evidently in a daze. “I'll, uh... 
I'll be in my room.” He stood up. 


Remember, we'll be going out for dinner tonight. We're leaving around six after your dad 
comes in.” 


“Yes, mum.” 


For well over an hour, Zorome continued playing his latest video game, doing his best to 
ignore what he had just been told. This was unlike anything else he had heard of before. For a 
potential paedophile to possess child abuse imagery in their own home was one thing, but at 
their place of work? It was practically unheard of. He may have not condoned what 
paedophiles do, but even Zorome knew searching for pornography of any type in a place of 
work—especially a school—was a no-go. 


Deciding to stop playing his game on his laptop, he noticed the time was close to six, so he 
quit the game and shut down his device. He freshened up in the bathroom before making his 
way down the stairs. He sat on the bottom step, awaiting his father to enter through the front 
door. 


A minute later, Itsuki arrived, his briefcase in his hand. He was a man of fairly large build 
and incredibly short hair with a stubbled face, wearing a smart grey suit. 


“Dad.” Zorome jumped up from where he sat. “I heard the news. Who’s the guy that got 
arrested?” 


“Don’t even talk about it.” Itsuki seemed irritated. Daitan appeared at the top of the stairs and 
began to walk down. “I’ve had a lot happen today and that was the last thing I wanted to put 
up with.” He walked into the living room and tossed his briefcase onto the sofa. “Dai is in so 
much trouble.” 


“Dai Rokuda?” Daitan stood before her husband. 
“Yes, him.” 
“The geography teacher?” Zorome asked as well. 


“Yes.” Itsuki raised his tone slightly. He almost gritted his teeth as he replied. “Look, I don’t 
want to talk about. Let me just clean myself up and then we’ll go out as planned.” 


He left the room, being watched by both his wife and son as he walked up the stairs. He was 
seemingly on edge because of the revelation and they all knew it was going to undermine 
APE to a degree. Zorome too worried, as he did not know how soon things would recover. 


As planned, the family left their home to have a meal together at a restaurant they would 
occasionally visit. As time passed there, Itsuki seemed less tense and became more relaxed as 
if nothing had happened. Likewise, Zorome was also concerned by the news, but he also 
calmed himself down about it, mainly due to how he would not be affected by it directly. 


When he returned home later, he continued playing video games on his laptop until Daitan 
reminded him he had to sleep. The weekend started the next day—although it felt as though it 
had already done so for him when he left school that day—and he had very little plans for it; 
he would first continue playing his most recent playthrough before meeting up with Futoshi 
to play soccer in Jian Park in the afternoon. 


The Saturday started as he had mentally planned: he would have breakfast downstairs, 
whether it was in the presence of his parents or not, watch the television in his room a little 
before starting his gaming. 


Just as he had activated his laptop, he heard the doorbell ring. 


“PI get it!” he heard his mother call. Zorome was curious as to who was visiting them, as it 
was only half past nine in the morning. Very rarely were they visited by someone that time of 
day, with not even a postal worker appearing that soon. He made his way to the top of the 
stairs, watching as his mother answered the door. 


“Asaka residence?” 


It was a police officer. He was fairly tall and pale skinned with short black hair, accompanied 
by another shorter officer with slightly darker skin. Zorome knew this had to do with the 
events the day before at APE. 


“Yes,” Daitan confirmed. “How can I help?” 
“Ts Mr. Itsuki Asaka here?” 


Ves, he’s just upstairs.” She then turned her head back to face the stairs. “Itsuki!” she called 
to him. “It’s the police. They want to talk to you.” 


“Police?” Itsuki could be heard inside the bedroom he shared with his wife. He opened the 
door and walked out, wearing a white button-up shirt with a worker’s many-pocketed black 
trousers. He walked with a slight pace, and if Zorome did not move out of his path, he would 
very likely have pushed past him with great force. He reached the bottom of the stairs and 
stood before the two officers. He even gave a small smile to them. “How can I be of any help, 
officers?” 


“Mr. Asaka, we’re placing you under arrest.” 


The words spoken by the shorter officer shocked both Daitan and Zorome, who looked 
horrified at the police. Zorome ran down the stairs to stand with his family. 


“You're arresting him?” His eyes and head darted back and forth at his father and the two 
crime stoppers. “What for? What could he have done?” 


“We were investigating the incident involving the paedophile at APE,” the first officer spoke. 
“Other than extremely abusive and sexual imagery of minors, they possessed some rather 
interesting documentation about how the place is run.” 


“It would appear as though APE have been covering up numerous misdemeanours by staff 
for several years since Mr. Asaka arrived.” The second officer continued the allegation. 
“Teachers assaulting students, using them to hide their own errors—anything that would give 
them bad publicity has been hushed up. In some cases, students have been expelled and staff 
fired for false reasons to prevent the truth from getting out. But these are just the tip of the 
iceberg. Loads of the staff are responsible. Not even the principal and vice principal were 
above it. They were even fully aware of the paedophile in their midst and did nothing about 
it.” 

Daitan just stared at her husband, as did Zorome. Both were in absolute disbelief at what they 


were being told. 


“Itsuki.” Daitan was almost in tears. “Please... tell me this isn’t true. This has to be a 
mistake.” 


Itsuki only stared back. He had no guilt on his face, but it was clear he was confessing to his 
crimes. He slipped into his shoes near the door and then faced the officers. He stuck his hands 
out, his fists clenched and his palms upright. The first officer proceeded to place a handcuff 


on one of his wrists before making him turn around as they placed the other one on him 
behind his back. 


“You do not have to say anything, but it may harm your defence if you do not mention when 
questioned something which you later may rely on in court. Anything you do say may be 
given in evidence.” 


He led Itsuki out of the house and into the police car, which was parked several yards from 
their home. The second officer looked at Zorome, stating simply “I’m sorry, kid” before 
joining his colleague. Daitan never watched the car drive off, instead running upstairs into 
her bedroom and shutting the door behind her. Zorome just continued staring, still not 
comprehending what had just happened. He stood there for a few minutes until he came to 
his senses and shut the open door. 


He slowly returned to his bedroom, never bothering to check on his mother. He had still not 
processed reality properly, instead denying what had happened and hoping his video game 
would provide the necessary escape he needed. Just as he had set out to do, he started playing 
the game that morning with the aim of playing it until around the middle of the day, when he 
would normally have lunch. He was at least an hour, if not an hour and a quarter of the way 
into his game when his phone beeped, a message being received. He paused the game and 
picked his phone up from his beside his laptop on his desk to read what had been sent. 


Futoshi: im here for you, man 
“What’s he talking about,” Zorome wondered. He replied to him. 
Whatever :Zorome 


He continued gaming for half a minute until his phone beeped again. Yet again, he paused his 
game and read who had contacted him 


Kokoro: It’s going to be alright 


He ignored her, not bothering with replying again. He had barely put his phone down when 
he received yet another message. 


Miku: It'll be okay 


“Oh, fuck off,” he angrily muttered, choosing not to write his words down as a response. He 
once again tried continuing his game, but after a few seconds of gameplay, there was a beep. 
And another one. And another. One after the other. He quickly picked up his device to see 
what his friends were telling him. 


Ichigo: We’re here for you 
Naomi: Don’t let this get you down 
Hiro: If you want to talk, P11 come round 


Goro: If you need someone to talk to, I'll be there for you 


Mitsuru: Condolences to your family 
Ikuno: I know you must be feeling lonely right now, but talking will help. 


Deciding to no longer read his text messages, Zorome chose to browse the web using his 
phone’s internet application. He searched for local news about APE, the first headline he 
came across catching his eye: 


Only the Surface: APE Institute Confirmed to Hold Corruptive Secrets 


Chapter End Notes 


Again, this is something presented as a twist, but it’s only that in-universe if you don’t 
know the source material (although calling APE corrupt in the anime and manga is 
putting it VERY gently). 


When I originally wrote this story, the whole ‘APE is corrupt’ reveal was supposed to be 
the equivalent of the VIRM twist, but in retrospect, it’s more in line with Squad 13 
turning against Papa and APE in Episode 19 (with the public now going to properly turn 
against APE Institute proper here). 


If it wasn’t already obvious, the Vice Principal of APE Institute is my version of the 
Vice Chairman. His name is Reo Tsuda (51). 


APE Institute falsely expelling students and covering up staff misdemeanours is on par 
with canon’s pruning and memory wipes, respectively. 


(To tell you the truth, the whole ‘school expels students who reported a teacher’ thing is 
loosely based on a true story. A friend of mine alleged a student was excluded, not 
expelled, for trying to report a teacher who was already known for questionable 
behaviour. As said, it was only alleged, and may have been a misinterpretation of 
events; if it was actual fact, I think everyone would have known about it) 


Also, with Papa/Itsuki being the old woman’s/Daitan’s husband — in very early 
development of my AU, he was going to be an amalgamation of Papa and the old 
woman’s canon husband, but as he had virtually nothing in common with that character, 
they are separate entities. Her canon husband still exists somewhere in my AU, I just 
haven’t figured out all their details yet. 


NEXT TIME: Will Zorome remain in denial about the scandal with APE? How will he 
cope with the revelation his father is a liar and now a criminal? 


Reaching Out 


Chapter Summary 


Zorome has an emotional breakdown... 


Chapter Notes 


See the end of the chapter for notes 


His denial was no more. The truth about APE was becoming widespread. The belief that his 
father was a good man ceased to be. 


And Zorome did not know what to do or feel about it. 


His mind racing, his thoughts everywhere, he panicked. Without even telling his mother, he 
put his shoes on and decided to run out of the house. He did not even know where he was 
running to, he could only think of running as if it would help him escape the truth. It was not 
like him to show emotions along the lines of grief, his running being his attempt to substitute 
for it. 


He ran into Jian Park, tears now in his eyes as the truth slowly overwhelmed him. In the large 
open park was a giant oak tree which had stood there for years, which Zorome ran over to 
and, making sure no one else was around, he began to punch and kick it. His sadness 
emerged as anger, the blows he landed on the bark being more powerful after each hit. All the 
time, he grunted and screamed, repeatedly attacking the inanimate tree while ignoring how 
dirty and cut his fists were. 


After almost a minute, he wore himself out physically, but emotionally he was still distraught. 
Succumbing to his sadness, he broke down, burying his head in his hands against the tree 
before sitting down on the ground. He drew his legs up to his body and hid his face in his 
arms, which rested crossed above his knees as his back leaned against the tree itself. 


“Zorome?” 


A voice called his name. He recognised the voice as well; it was Kokoro. He looked up from 
where his head was buried and saw her approach him. She was accompanied by Miku. 


“What do you want?” he asked them in an irritated tone. “I want to be left alone.” 


“That will be the last thing you want around now,” Miku sternly told him. “Zorome, we know 
what you’re feeling—" 


“You don’t know anything about how I feel!” he snapped back, his anger returning. He 
jumped back onto his feet and stared angrily at her. “At least you don’t have a dad who you 


looked up to that turned out to be a liar! I trusted him all these years. He’s never done 
anything wrong. He’s never abused me. He’s never broken any of the toys I used to play with. 
I thought it was great that he was in charge of a place that was as good as Franxx. I wanted to 
be in charge of something and be like him one day.” 


His sadness slowly seeped back, his anger fading on his face. 
“Now I don’t know who to look up to.” 


“Well, why did you look up to a teacher?” Kokoro asked him. “Did you always want to be 
one as well?” 


“Hell no!” His usual annoyed tone returned. “I can’t stand school enough as it is.” He paused, 
allowing himself to catch his breath. “I just liked how he was in charge.” His tone then 
quietened; his solemnness evident. “I’ve always hated how adults of all kinds talk down to 
me. Even when I became a teenager, they never treated me like I was any older. I knew that 
once I was in charge, people would listen to me. That is why I looked up to him.” 


He wiped away his tears, but more took their place. 
“It will be a long process to reach the top,” Kokoro reminded him. 


“I know.” He looked at her, his face reddened and his eyes bloodshot. “And I am more than 
willing to take that struggle. I just... don’t know who to look up to now.” 


“Well, if you don’t want to be a teacher, think about what you do want to do.” Miku rested a 
hand on his shoulder. Unfortunately, her words made him angry. 


“Didn’t you just hear me?!” Zorome barked, swiping her hand away. “I said I want to be in 
charge.” 


“Yeah, well you can’t be in charge unless you have a job of some kind to start with. You 
looked up to him just because he’s your dad, didn’t you?” 


“Well, shouldn’t I? Aren’t children supposed to look up to their parents?” 

“They should,” Kokoro noted. “But this whole thing was about him, never APE.” 
Zorome thought about this for a few seconds. 

“Yeah,” he quietly nodded. “It was just him, wasn’t it?” 


“Think.” Despite their vitriolic relationship, Miku hated seeing Zorome upset and wished to 
help him. “What do you specifically want to do?” 


He thought for a moment, clearly puzzled by her words. 


“I... I don’t know. I genuinely don’t know.” 


What hobbies do you have?” Kokoro enquired. “Surely you have some sort of passion for 
something.” She then made a realisation. “That’s right—you’re always playing video games.” 


“Yeah,” Miku nodded. “And you’re always making online videos that review them. You 
know exactly what makes a good game good and a bad one bad.” 


“Youre right.” Zorome was finally able to smile. The revelation had done him wonders. “In 
fact, in my last review, I said I wanted to one day make a game that was so good, it would 
make my favourite ones look like trash.” 


“See?” Kokoro gestured to him with a smile. “You do know what you want to do.” She then 
rested a hand on his shoulder. “But, please... if you are ever upset, remember how we are all 
here for you.” 


“Zorome!”’ 


The trio’s attention was then drawn to a voice yelling in the distance. It was Daitan, who 
came running over to where they were standing. She was in tears, clearly relieved to have 
found her son while also still comprehending the news about her husband. 


“Zorome.” She ran up to her son and held him close. “Zorome, I was so worried. You should 
have said something.” 


“Mum, I’m sorry.” He teared up again, upset not just by the truth of his father, but how he 
had worried his parent. “I was just so confused. I didn’t know what to do, I was—” 


“It’s okay,” she consoled him. “Remember, I am here for you. If there’s anything that worries 
you, please tell me.” She pulled him away from her embrace, but held his head in her hands 
and made him look at her. “We’re both in the same boat right now. We need all the support 
from each other.” 


She then held his hands and briefly glanced at Kokoro and Miku. 
“And with friends like these, you will have more than enough support to help you.” 


“I know, Mum,” he replied, shakily wiping away tears. “I know.” 


Chapter End Notes 


This is more or less the end of Zorome’s subplot for this story. However, it’s not the end 
of his overall story arc that I'll be telling. More will be told later on in this series, 
although you may be waiting some time before it continues. 


NEXT TIME: A blame game ensues between Zero Two and Ichigo... 


Never Let Me Go 


Chapter Summary 


Ichigo and Zero Two are still guilty about their fight... 


Chapter Notes 


Things are drawing to an end... 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


It was that same Saturday morning when Ichigo was discharged from the hospital. Although 
she still required crutches to assist her, her walking had improved considerably. She spent the 
Saturday with her parents, but on the Sunday, she agreed to meet up with Ikuno and Naomi, 
who arrived at her home so they could provide further assistance when she left the house. She 
never had too much trouble with her walking, although if she needed to carry certain items, 
the assistance was absolutely required for her. 


When Monday arrived, she made her way to Franxx Academy as usual and used her locker as 
she did every morning. She was hoping to speak to Zero Two, who she desperately wished to 
see. She still felt guilt for her own poor choice of actions and wanted reassurance, all the 
while hoping to reassure her former enemy that the accident was not her fault. Ichigo stood at 
her locker for a few minutes until she saw Zero Two appear and use her own. The blue-haired 
girl with the crutches approached the teenager with the pink hair as soon as she appeared. 


“Zero Two,” she called to her, the girl instantly facing her. “Look, I really need to apologise 
about what happened on Thursday. I—” 


“No.” She was cut off, surprising her. “I’m the one who should be apologising. If it wasn’t 
because of me, you wouldn’t be like this right now.” She gestured to her crutches. 


“That was an accident!” Ichigo raised her tone. “I don’t want you beating yourself up over 
this. Who broke that bottle in the first place? Me. It was me. There was a perfect irony with 
what happened, and I’m glad it did happen.” 


Zero Two could not believe her ears. She stared at the shorter girl with wide eyes. She had 
been told to not be so self-degrading, and yet Ichigo was doing that to herself. 


“If I never had that injury, I would never have realised I was wrong. I let my jealousy get the 
better of me and I am ashamed of that. We would never have been in that mess if I never 


lured you out.” She stopped herself so she could catch her breath. “I’m sorry. You deserve 
Hiro. He’s a good person, and since you two became friends, he has become happy again. 
That is all I want to see in him.” 


Zero Two smiled back at her. 


“You’re alright,” she replied. “It’s because of Him still wanting to help you that made me 
realise why he still wanted to be friends with me. Now... is there anything I can carry for you 
to homeroom or any other lessons today?” 


Ichigo could only smile back. 
“Thanks, but Ill be okay for now. If I do need help, P1 say.” 


The duo then walked to their homeroom, which would be starting in the next five minutes. 
Once they arrived there, the already-arrived Goro spotted Ichigo and walked up to her. 


“Ichigo.” He faced her, albeit towering over her as he spoke. “Can I talk to you quickly?” 


Ichigo was surprised that he wished to talk to her. She knew exactly what this was going to 
be about, but chose to keep quiet. She smiled and nodded, so he led her outside of the 
classroom and they stood just outside of it. 


“There’s been something I’ve been wanting to talk to you about for some time,” he began. 
“T’ve known you for so long and we're always there for each other, just like Hiro is with Zero 
Two. It’s because of them that I’ve decided—” 


“Goro,” she cut him off, smiling as she did so. “I know. Hiro told me. And I don’t mind. At 
all.” 


He could only stare at her with shock. He was hardly nervous about asking, but it was a relief 
to hear she accepted his love. He then remembered he had something to give her and pulled it 
out of his pocket. 


“Tve been wanting to give you this for ages.” It was the hairclip he once found. “I know you 
already have the one Hiro gave you, but if it ever breaks—” 


He was cut off again, this time by her hugging his tall frame. To do so, she had to drop her 
crutches completely, flinging her body into him and having to hold onto it for support. He 
held her back, overwhelmed with joy at how she reciprocated his feelings. 


Hiro was passing and saw the two, smiling himself knowing how they felt about one another. 
He entered his homeroom and sat at his desk, glancing ahead at where Zero Two sat. After a 
few seconds, she turned around to face him and smiled herself. 


“Morning, Darling.” 


Chapter End Notes 


Yeah, this was a short chapter. Not much to really say other than how the arc for Hiro 
and Zero Two’s relationship, let alone the relationship between Zero Two and Hiro’s 
friends, will be drawing to a close soon. 


And yet — there are still stories to tell with the rest of Hiro’s friends! 


NEXT TIME: This story concludes, but new ones will follow... 


Epilogue 


Chapter Summary 


Zero Two officially becomes friends with Hiro’s friends. 


Chapter Notes 


Hiro and Zero Two’s arc comes to a close... 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


During the days that passed in that same school week, Hiro and his friends noticed a distinct 
change in Zero Two’s behaviour. While she was still playful around her lover, she no longer 
misbehaved during lessons and there were no reported practical jokes being carried out by 
her. As Hiro had speculated, she had indeed changed for the better, something his friends 
were glad to see. It was on the Friday of that week where the large group of friends decided 
to induct her into their numbers during lunch. 


“Zero Two.” Hiro called out to her, watching as the pink-haired girl left the queue with her 
tray of food. She spotted him. “We want you to sit with us.” 


She was surprised at the proposal. Even after she and Ichigo were on friendly terms, she kept 
her distance from the friends by sitting on a separate table during lunch break, so for them to 
offer her a seat was unexpected. She walked up to the table and seated herself next to Hiro. 


“We’ve seen how you’ve changed over this last school week.” Ichigo no longer required her 
crutches and was walking normally again. Since you're really good friends with Hiro, we'd 
like to be friends with you as well.” 


Assimilating me into your numbers, huh?” Zero Two quipped, but her smile showed how 
happy she was with the idea. “Well, any friends of his can be mine, too.” 


We've known each other for a very long time,” Futoshi noted, “and since you knew Hiro 
that way too—” 


“We get it!” Zorome snapped at him. He then faced Zero Two, a defeated expression on his 
face. “Look... about the argument we had... about APE...” Everyone could tell Zorome felt 
guilt for his actions. “I’m sorry,” he begrudgingly apologised. “You were right. They weren’t 
as good as everyone said they were.” 


“No worries,” Zero Two shrugged. “Like I said, the truth would come out eventually. Oh, and 
talking of coming out...” 


She looked at Naomi and Ikuno, who were sitting together. Ikuno seemed more cheerful than 
normal, her normally tied-back hair now being loose. 


“T heard you’re both working on an LGBT club for the Academy. Can I make a suggestion?” 
“Sure,” Naomi nodded. 


“Say it is an LGBTQ+ club. The ‘Q’ means queer for people who have not quite figured their 
sexualities out yet, and the plus means you’re not limited to just those people.” 


“That’s a great idea!” Ikuno beamed. “I really hope this all works. Principal Frank is yet to 
finalise the idea and give it the go-ahead.” 


“I’m pretty sure he' ll let you do it. There are many people like that, so it would make sense to 
support it some way.” 


Franxx does already support LGBT rights,” Mitsuru noted, soon being corrected by Goro 
“they do, but not in a way where students can openly discuss it. The club will be perfect for 
that.” 


“So, how come you support the LGBT community?” Kokoro asked Zero Two. “I thought 
since you were with Hiro—” 


“Just because I’m straight doesn’t mean I don’t have respect for people who aren’t. Believe 
me—back in APE, there was a large group of students who I used to be friends with called 
the Nines. I was the antisocial member amongst those uptight snobs, hoping to be looked up 
upon like they were instead of being looked down. However, they weren’t above antisocial 
action; they hated the very idea of not being straight and were frequent gay bashers. I didn’t 
agree as soon as I found this out, leading to the Nines becoming the Eights. Not literally, 
though.” 


“I think I read about that in the news,” Miku noted. “It might have been one of the things 
APE kept quiet about.” 


“Oh yeah, rub salt in the wound!” Zorome quietly remarked sarcastically. 


At least APE is under new management,” Hiro reassured him. “The worst thing that could 
have happened was they shut the place down and those students came here.” 


“It’s highly likely that they’ve been expelled,” Ikuno pointed out. “Or they will be shortly. 
Let’s hope they don’t come here.” 


“I wouldn’t worry,” Zero Two reassured her. “If they do roll up, we'll all make sure you and 
Naomi, let alone any other LGBT students, feel safe.” 


The two smiled at each other, both knowing they had each other’s backs. 


“So, does this herd have a name?” Zero Two glanced at the other people on the table. 
“You’ve known each other for so long, and yet you haven't given yourself some sort of 
name.” 


“Never really considered it,” Hiro shrugged. “But if you can think of one for our squad, go 
ahead.” 


“Okay.” She seemed enriched by the idea. “How about... Squad 13?” 
“Sounds good to me,” Hiro replied. 

“Same,” Goro nodded. 

“Tt suits us,” Ichigo smiled. 

“I like it,” Kokoro beamed. 

“T can go with it,” Mitsuru shrugged. 

“Sounds cool,” Futoshi said with a bite of his sandwich in his mouth. 
“Yeah,” Zorome suddenly seemed enthusiastic. “Like a team in an FPS.” 
“Lucky thirteen,” Miku observed. 

“I’m fine with it,” Ikuno noted. 

“Likewise,” Naomi nodded. 


“Well, then.” Zero Two was pleased they liked her choice. “Squad 13 it is.” 


Chapter End Notes 


End of story! 


However, this is not going to be the end. There are still more stories to tell with this AU, 
especially since there are many unanswered questions. 


What will happen to Zorome’s life now that his father is confirmed to be a lawbreaker? 
How will the love triangle between Kokoro, Mitsuru, and Futoshi be reimagined? Is 
there anything going on in Miku’s life? What was it that prevented Naomi from telling 
everyone she knew about her sexuality? What happened between Ikuno and Mitsuru? 
Who is Ms. Yamamoto? Will the Nines be forced to relocate to Franxx if they get 
expelled? All will be revealed in due time! 


Just a little development fact for you all — I wrote the original drafts of what I have so 
far for this AU between June 2020 and April of this year (that’s 2021 for people reading 


this in the years to come). I could list all the things that were altered during the redraft of 
this particular story, but I’m not going to toot my own horn and bore you with all the 
details. 


I’m not going to disclose what stories I have written so far and what will be posted next, 
but I will provide a small heads-up — the story that reimagines the Kokoro, Mitsuru, and 
Futoshi plot won’t be posted for some time. There will be various short (single chapter) 
stories that will be posted first; these are either prequels, interquels, or sequels to this 
story. There's also a story that' Il consist only of two chapters, but I’m going to remain 
secretive about the overall direction I took with this series until I post those later stories. 


However, I will say this: just like the manga adaptation, I’ve made major divergences 
later on, but why I’ve done this is just with how I was translating the story from the 
original’s post-apocalyptic Orwellian dystopia to an ordinary modern high school 
setting. My aim is to be as grounded and realistic as possible, and to tell you the truth, if 
there was an official spin-off that depicted the characters in a modern AU, I would 
watch/read it in a heartbeat. It works well. If anything, it works TOO WELL. 


End Notes 


(19/4/22) For those of you who enjoyed reading this fanfic and want to see the retelling of the 
Kokoro-Mitsuru-Futoshi plot, I have started posting it. The story is titled Vita, and is the 9th 
story in my Heartverse series. There are also other plots involved, so have a read if you want 
to see more of my own interpretation of the anime/manga. 


Please drop by the Archive and comment to let the creator know if you enjoyed their work! 


